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are a 
People: 



T has often been ob- 

ferv'd, and / am a- 

fraid with too much 

Juftke> that Authors 

mofi ungrateful Set of 

They flatter^ they cringe 
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for Applaufe ; if they fail of it, the 
Worlds a damrid World, and thofe 
that dwell therein illiterate Fools ; 
if they fucceed, no Thanks to their 
Headers, they have nothing more 
than what their Merit juflly entitles 
them to. 

I would willingly be thought an 
Exception from this general Rule ; 
and therefore in my firfl Preface I 
declined courting my Readers, but 
cannot in my Second decline return- 
ing my fincere Thanks for the Re- 
ception this Undertaking has met 
with. It has had the good Fortune 
to be commended by fome Perfons of 
the nicejl Tqfte ; and I am apt to 
flatter my felf has pleafed the Genera- 
lity of the Town. I think the be/l 
Way of judging of that is by the 
Sale of a Book: And though we 

printed 
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printed a large Edition for fuck a 
Trifle, and in le/s than Two 
Months Time put it to the Pre/s again, 
yet could we not get our Second 
Edition out before it was really 
wanted. 

But my Thanks are in a parti- 
cular Manner due to a Gentleman, 
who deferves the Thanks of every 
true Engliihman. His pub lick A- 
ttions are at prefent foreign to my 
Purpofe ; but though it may not be 
jrroper in this Place to take notice 
of his Eloquence in the Senate, or 
noble Behaviour in the State ; yet 
mufl I be gtulty of the greatefl In- 
gratitude, to pafs over his Good- 
nefs in his private Charatter. For 
wlvat ot/ier Motive could have in- 
duced him to recommend this 
Work f And to his Recommendation 
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/ am well afjured it owes great Part 
of its Succefs. I had not at tliat 
Time the Honour of being known to 
hitn, but being informed that a Se- 
cond Volurne was going to the Prefs> 
he could condefcend to lake Notice 
of the Author, and to think him 
worthy of his generous Encourage- 
ment. I wifh I durfl name him, 
but I had rather deny my felf that 
Honour and Pleafure, than offend ; 
for he has convinced me y that he is 
as indu/lrious to conceal a generous 
A£Kon> as he is ready to do it. 
Would all our Great Men were of his 
Temper^ we Jkould fee Learning 
flourifh ; for if he would take no- 
tice of the Author of fuch a Trifle^ 
what might not Writers of the firfl 
Rank expeSl, amongtl whom I never 
had Vanity enough to place my felf 

whim 
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Whil/l I am mentioning my Ob- 
ligations, I mu/l not forget thofe 
Gentlemen, who were fo kind as to 
fend us what old Ballads they had in 
their Poffefjion. Thofe who defired 
it, have had theirs fafely return' d \ 
the reft I /hall take particular Care 
of till I have receiifd fame Orders 
about them. 

Nor is it my Intent to exprefs my 
Gratitude barely in Words, I have 
endeavour d to do it otherways. I hope 
the Collection of Englifh Hiftorical 
Ballads^ which make up half this 
Book> will anfwer what I promifed 
at the End of my Firft Volume.. 
The Songs I am fure are old and 
fcarce ; and I believe fome of 9 em 
will be thought very valuable. Thofe 
who have no Relifh for tliefe an- 
tique Pieces, may, in the other half 
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of the Book) meet with Variety of 
Entertainment ; there are ferious 
and humourous Ballads, Scotch 
Songs ; and fomething I hope to hit 
every Tafte. 

I mufl confefs that in my Firfl 
Volume I was not altogether fo care- 
fuly eitJier in my Introductions, or 
the Choice of my Ballads ; but I 
flatter my felf that I have made 
fome Amends in this : One Thing I 
am fure of I have ufed my utmofl En- • 
deavours to pleafe. In this Colle- 
ction too my Readers will find about 
Twenty more Songs than in the 
other. 

There are many who perhaps will 

think it ridiculous enough to enter 

ferioufly into a Differtation upon 

Ballads ; and therefore I fJiall fay 

as 
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as little as pojjibly I can. And here 
I believe, it would be no difficult 
Matter to prove, that our Old Songs 
efpecially thofe which we may pro- 
perly call Hiflorical, are written by 
the greatejl and mojl polite Wits of 
tfieir Age. There are many of 'em 
in which we cannot pofjibly find a 
Fault. Their Language is the pu>- 
refl that was ufed in their Days, 
purer than was ufed by feveral great 
Writers after their Time. And I 
cannot but obferve here y that when 
the great Sir Philip Sidney com- 
mends the Old Song of Chevy-Chace, 
his Commendation is in a much ru- 
der Stile than the Ballad it felf; nor 
can we in this and many more of 
our Songs find one Piece of falfe> 
or as a modern Author calls it. Go- 
thick Wit; no vile Conceit, no 
Low Pun, or double Entendre; but 

the 
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the whole is of a Piece, appareWd 
in Majejlick Simplicity > and the true 
Poetical Genius appears in every 
Line. 

Mr. AddifonV Critici/m upon 
Chevy-Chace is fo fully that it 
would be impertinent to add any 
Thing : But I am furprized y that after 
he has fheufd us, that the Thoughts 
throughout are fuch as may be met 
with in Virgil, he fhould add, thai 
he does not from tlience infer, that 
the Poet, whoever he was> propo- 
fed to fdmfelf an Imitation of thofe 
Paffages. I never doubted but that 
the Authors of this Song, and of fe- 
veral in this and the former Vo- 
lume, were perfectly acquainted with 
the Ancients > whofe Thoughts they 
do not only borrow; but fometimes 
their very Expref/ions. You fee 

the 
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the Bards indulging them/elves in 
all the Liberties of the Epick Wri- 
ters \ and though by many Circum^ 
fiances they Jhew you that they are 
ftrittly acquainted with Hifiory, 
yet do they often 9 after the Manner 
of the Ancients, deviate from it 
when it conduces to the Beauty or 
Moral of their Poem. And if we 
may give any Guefs at thefe old 
Bards, we may reafonably fuppofe 
them to be Men born with all the Tar 
lents requifite to form a great Poet* 
to which was joitid the befi of Edu- 
cations \ but wanting Ldfure or Incli- 
nation for greater Works, they con- 
tented them/elves with giving the 
World a fmall Specimen of their Ta- 
lents. 

This Hypothefis to a thinking 
Man mufi appear very rational, I 

had 
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had almqft faid infallible. Had 
the Writers in Queflion oitfd all to 
Learning, and nothing to Nature, 
we Jhould frequently in our Ballads, 
in/lead of that remarkable Simplicity 
have met with fHff Pedantry ; whilft 
on the other Hand, tiad not the Ge- 
nius been improved by Learnings 
we Jhould have feen the Writer oft- 
en limping and falling from a bold 
Flight to a low Conceit \ and per- 
haps, with the noblefl Sentiments 
mixing a wretched Pun ; a Thing 
too frequently to be met with in the 
Works of Shakefpear and Dave- 
nant. 

// is expelled, perhaps, that I 

fhould let the World know w/tether 

I intend to proceed in my Collection; 

but the World mufl firfl let me know, 

tohether they intend to proceed in 

their 
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their Encouragement But left any 
one Jhould fear that I dejign to load 
'em with Books. I Jhall affure my 
Readers, thai I have at prefent 
Materials only for one Volume more ; 
and in this I have referifd not only 
a fufficient Number of Hiftoricaly 
but a very fine Collection of old 
Drinking Songs. 
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i. An old Ballad of a Duke of Corn- 
waits, Daughter; who, after her 
Marriage to a King of Albion, was 
divorc'd for the Sake of. a Favourite 
Miftrefs : And her Exemplary Re- 
venge on them both. 

To the Tune of, In Greece, 6rv. 

I know not whether I had bejl treat the follow- 
ing Subjeft as Hi/lory or Fable : Our Poet 
indeed has the Authority offeveralHiflori- 
ans for what he has advanc'd; but all the 

Vol. II. B Ac- 
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Accounts we have of thofe early Times are 
very fabulous\ however, fuch as they be, 1 

fhallgive 'em my Readers. Brutus, the Son 
of Silvius, the Son of f Afcanius, the Son 
ofJEneas, having at Fifteen Years of Age 

. flainhis FatJieriMhan Arrow, wax banifKd 
his Country. His Adventures before he ar- 
rived in England are foreign to myPurpofe: 
Ifhalljuft take notice, that having in Greece 
overcome King Pandrafus, he marry *d his 
Daughter Innogen; and that Monarch f up- 
plying him with Ships, he fair din quejlof 
his Fortune. On the Tyrrhene Shore he 
met a Party of Trojans, who with their 
Leader Corineus joitCd him. Some of our 
Hiflorians are fo particular as to tell us, 
they firfl landed at Totnefs in Devonfhire ; 
and fever al Battels they fought with the Peo- 
ple of Albion, (for fo was the Ifland then 
caWd) who were a Remnant of the Giants: 
And having at length defeated them, that 
Part of the Ifland we now call Cornwall 
fell to Corineus, whilfl Brutus built Trino- 
vantum or Troja nova, now London ; and 
governed the reft of the Ifle the Space of 
Four and Twenty Years. At his Death he 
left Three Sons, Locrine, Albanaft and 

t The Roman Hiflorians differ in this Point, and 
will not allow Silvius to be the Son of Afcanius : But 
as I was got upon a Britijh Story, I thought it mod 
proper to follow our BritiJJi Writers. 

Cam- 
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Camber. Tfie Eldejl was controlled to 
Guendolen, the Daughter of Corineus, 
and /tad that Part of the I/land which lies 
between the Rivers now call'd Humber and 
Severn, and the Britifh Sea, or South 
Coqft; and this Trad of Land was diftin- 
gtdftCdby the Name of Loegria. The Se- 
cond reigrid over Scotland, then Albania, 
to which at that Time belong d whatever lay 
on t'other Side the Humber : And to the 
Youngeft, Cambria or Wales was allotted, 
which contain 9 d all the Land on t'other Side 
the Severn. 
Meanwhile, Humber, King of the Huns, in- 
vaded Scotland withaFUet\ and landing his 
Forces, march! d up againfl Albanaft, whom 
he flew in Battel, and forced his People to 
feek Refuge in Loegria. Upon this, Lo- 
crine and his Brother march* d out againfl 
him ; and Humber being overthrown, in his 
Flight was drowned in that River \ which to 
this Day retains his Name. In his Voyage 
to Scotland, he liad made it his Bufinefs 
every where to wafie the Sea-Coqfls,and had 
brought a great many Captives with him; 
among/l the reft Eftrildis, a German or 
Scythian Princefs of infinite Beauty, with 
whom Locrine fell defperately in Love, and 
would have married her; but Corineus, to 
whofe Daughter he was contra£led,not able 
to bear the A front, obliged him to perform 

B 2 his 
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his Contrail; and Locrine, who dreaded his 
tPower, was ford d to comply. Nor was it 
indeed wonderful, that any onejhouldfiand 
in Awe of Corineus, who is faid to have 
wr$ledwithGog-ma.gog,a Giant of Twelve 
Cubits high ; and tho* thai Monfter by 
fqueezing him broke Three of his Ribs, yet 
did the other, by main Force ', take him upon 
his Shoulder ,and carry him to the next high 
Rock, from whence he threw him into the 
Sea; and from hence comes the Appellation 
of the Cornifh Hugg, which our Wre/llers 
ufe to this 'Day. 
ZfyGuendolen, Locrine had a Son calTd Ma- 
dan, who wasfent into Cornwall to be edu- 
cated by hisGrandfather ; but notwithjland- 
ingthis,he /till lozfd and kept Companywith 
Eftrildis, and often pretending to retire to 
fome private Sacrifice, he went to vifit his 
f air Captive jbyfubterraneomPaJ/ages which 
he had made for that Purpofe; and by her 
he had a Daughter beauteous as her Mother 9 
named Sabra. Seven years this amorous 
Commerce was carried on; at the End of 
which Time Corineus dying, Locrine di~ 
vordd his Daughter, and marrying Eftril- 
dis, made her his Queen. Enraged at this 
Treatment, Guendolen retted into Corn- 
wall, where raifing an Army,fhe march! d 
againfl her Husband. At the River Sture 
the Two Hofls met; the King's Army was 

dif 
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difcomfited, he him/elf in the Battel /lain 
with an Arrow fl.nd¥An\&s with herDaugh- 
termadePrifoners, TheQueenimmediately 
commanded, tttat this fair One with her Mo- 
ther Jhould be thrown into the River; and to 
Uave a Monument of her Rage toPofierity, 
fhe order 'd that the Stream Jhould ever after 
bear the Name of the beauteous Maid; But 
it hasfince been chang'd from Sabra to Sa- ' 
brina, or Severp : Which done, fhe took the 
Regency upon Iter, govern 'd Fifteen Years; 
then refigning the Kingdom to her Son Ma- 
dan,^? again retir'd into Cornwall. And 
this, if you will believe the fame Hiftorians, 
happen' d in the Days of the Prophet Sa- 
muel, 2909 Years after the Creation of the 
World. 



HEN Humber in his wrathful Rage, 

King Albanail in Field had flain, 

Whofe bloody Broils for to aflwage, 

King Locrin then appl/d his 

Pain ; 

And with a Hofl of Britons flout, 

At length he found King Hutxber out 

At Vantage great he met him then, 

And with his Hofl befet him fo, 
That he deflroy'd his warlike Men, 

And ffvmdtr's Power did overthrow : 
And Humber which for Fear did fly, 
Leapt into a River defp'ralely ; 
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And being drowned in the Deep, 

He left a Lady there alive, 
Which fadly did lament and weep, 

For fear they mould her Life deprive. 
But by her Face that was fo fair, 
The King was caught in Cupid's Snare : 

He took this Lady to his Love, 

Who fecretly did keep it dill ; 
So that the Queen did quickly prove 

The King did bear her moft good Will : 
Which though by Wedlock late begun, 
He had by her a gallant Son. 

Queen Gumdolin was griev'd in Mind, 

To fee the King was alter'd fo : 
At length the Caufe (he chanc'd to find, 

Which brought her to much bitter Woe. 
For EJlrild was his Joy (God wot) 
By whom a Daughter he begot 

The Duke of Cornwall being dead, 

The Father of that gallant Queen ; 
The King with Lufl being overlaid, 

His lawful Wife he cafl off clean ; 
Who with her dear and tender Son, 
For Succour did to Cornwall run. 

Then Locrin crowned EJlrild bright, 

And made of her his lawful Wife : 
With her which was his Heart's Delight, 

He fweetly thought to lead his Life. 
Thus Guendolin y as one forlorn, 
Did hold her wretched Life in Scorn. 

But when the Cornijh Men did know 

The great Abufe (he did endure, 
With her a Number great did go, 

Which (he by Prayer did procure. 

In 
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In Battel then they march'd along, 
For to redrefs this grievous Wrong ; 

And near a River called Store, 

The King with' all his Hofl (he met ; 

Where both the Armies fought full fore, 
But yet the Queen the Field did get : 

Yet e're they did the Conquefl gain, 

The King was with an Arrow (lain. 

Then Guendolin did take in Hand, 
Until her Son was come to Age, 

The Government of all the Land : 
But firfl her Fury to aflwage, 

She did command her Soldiers wild, 

To drown both EJlrild and her Child. 

Incontinent then did they bring 
Fair EJlrild to the River-fide, 

And Sabrine, Daughter to a King, 
Whom Gunldolin could not abide ; 

Who being bound together fall, 

Into the River there were cad : 

And ever fince that running Stream 
Wherein the Ladies drowned were, 

Is called Severn through the Realm, 
Becaufe that Sabrine died there. 

Thus thofe that did to Lewdnefs bend, 

Were brought unto a woful End. 
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II. A Lamentable Song of the Death 
of King Leir and his Three Daugh- 
ters. 



To the Tune of, Flying Fame. 



Leir the Son of Bladud, who built the City of 
Ba.th,aDe/cendant in direft Male Liw from 
Brutus, came to the Crown about the Year 
of the World 3105 ; and built the Town of 
Caer-Leir, now Leicefter. This Monarch 
had Three Daughters > but never a Son ; 
and amongfi them he determined, to divide 
his Kingdom ; not equally > but according to 
the Love they bore him. To this End cal- 
ling 'em together y he q/fcd 'em how well they 
loved him. Gonoril, the Eldefl, knowing 
her Father's weak Side, calVd Heaven to 
witnefsfhe lov'd him above Jier Soul; for 
which he promifed to give her and her 
Hufbandy whom fJiefhould chafe, the Third 
Part of his Kingdom. Regan feeing this, 
pretended fhehodnot Words fufficient to ex- 
prefs herfetf but /he lov'd him above all 
Creatures. The fame Queflion was put to his 

Fa- 
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Favourite Cordeilla; butJJie, who abhorr'd 
F lattery , anfwefd, " 'Father \my Love towards 
you is as my Duty bids: What Jhould a Far 
therfeek? Wliatcana Child promifemore? 
They whof>retend beyond this, flatter* But 
thisfincere Speech very much difpleafed the 
oldKingywko was almoft grown to Years of 
Dotage : And he prefid his Daughter to re- 
col her Words before 'twas too late; and a- 
gain q/fcd her how well /he loved him ? To 
which fherepiyd y not with a Defignof off end- 
ing him> but of reflecting on the flattering 
Speeches of her Sifters : (t Two Ways only I 
" have to anfwer what you require; the for- 
" merj your Commandis I fhouldrecant\ ac- 
" cept then this other which is left me, Look 
" haw much you have ; fo much is your Va- 
" lue, andfo much I love your Enrag'd at 
thefe Words, the deluded old King vowed fhe 
Jhould have no Part in his Kingdom : And 
Joan after this, he married Gonoril to Mag- 
lanus, Duke of Albania, and Regan to 
Henninus Duke of Cornwall, giving Half 
of his Kingdom betwixt them,and promifing 
the other Half at Ids Death. Thd thus dif- 
inheritedy yet did the Fame of CordeillaV 
Beauty fpread far and near ; and Aganip- 
^w^apotent King among the Gauls 9 marry'd 
her without a Dowry. 
Mean while Leir'.y Two Eldeft Daughters en- 
croached upon him by degrees y till they had 
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got every Foot of Land, winch he had re- 
fervid for himfelf: But the Conditions of 
his parting with it, was, That he fliould al- 
ways befplendidly entertained at GoneriTj 
Court, and have a Retinue of do Knights to 
wait upon him. However, this was foon 
thought too chargeable, and their Number 
was reduced to Thirty. Unable to brook the 
Affront, he hajiend to Regan's Court ; 
whereaDifputeariftngbetweenhis Knights, 
andfome others, they were reduced to Five. 
Upon this he haftens back to Goneril ;, but 
Jhe refufes to receive him, unlefs he be con- 
tented with One Follower. In this diflrefs f d 
Condition, he bethought himfelf of his once 
lozfd CordeUla ; and crofjing the Sea, he 
lay Incog, at thefirfl Town he came to, Mo- 
ney lefs, and almofl bare of Cloaths ; and 
dlf patch f d his One A ttendant to his Daugh- 
ter, wlu>receiv y d the Meffage with true filial 
Piety, and keepinghis Arrival flillaSecret, 
fliefent a trufly Servant to him, with Mo- 
ney to provide whatever he wanted, and to 
get him a fuitable Retinue, with which he 
advanced toward her Court, whilfl Aganip- 
pus, with all his Barons, went out to meet 
him; who during his Stay with him, would 
not aft as King,Uaving the fole Management 
of his Dominion to his Father-in- Law. 
Afeanwhile,Cordtilh rais'd a powerful Ar- 
my, returned with her Father, conquered the 

whole 
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whole Kingdom,andfet him again upon the 
Throne, where hereigtCd peaceably the Space 
of Three Years ; and was by Cordeilla, af- 
ter his Death, buried with Royal Pomp in 
Leicefter; who then taking Poffefjionof the 
Kingdom, reign* d Five Years. But now 
Marganus and Cunzda y her two Sifters Sons, 
being grown up, levied War againft her\ 
and having conquered, cajl her into Prifon, 
where fome fay flte put an End to her own 
Life. I have heard twofirong Objections 
made to this Piece of Hiftory ; to wit. That 
Shakefpear, than whom no Poet ever had a 
fritter Regard to Hiftory, has put Cordelia 
to death before her Father Lear; and 
Mr. Tate, having in his Tragedy altered 
this Circumftance, is very much blamed for 
it by Mr. Addifon, To thefe I anfwer, 
ThatShakefpearhas not rank ? d his Tragedy 
of King Lear amongjl his Hiftorical Plays, 
but has taken the Story to work it as he 
thought ft, with the ufual Poetical Licences: 
A nd indeed has done nothingmore than ha- 
flening the Cataflrophe; and has made Cor- 
delia to be found dead inPrifonEight Years 
fooner than Hiftory tells usfhe was: A Li- 
cence ufed by above Half our Dramatick 
Writers. And Mr. Addifon, in his Obser- 
vations, is not talking as an Hiflorian, but 
as a Critick; and commending the Catqftro- 
plie of Shakefpear, as the mqft proper to 

raife 
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raife Terror and Commiferation, and to 
leave a pleajing Anguijh in the Mind. I 
cannot be certain direttly to the Time when 
this Ballad was written ^butthatit was fame 
Years before thePlayofShake(pear 3 afipears 
from feveralCir cum/lances ,which to menti- 
on wouldfwellmylniroduSlion loofarbeyond 
its ufual length. 

TT^ Ing Lcir once rul'd in this Land, 
J^_ With Princely Power and Peace, 
Andhad all Things with Heart's Content, 

That might his Joys increafe : 
Amongft thofe Things that Nature gave, 

Three Daughters fair had he, 
So Princely feeming beautiful, 
As fairer could not be. 

So on a Time it pleas'd the King 

A Queflion thus to move, 
Which of his Daughters to his Grace 

Could (hew the dearefl Love : 
For to my Age you bring Content ; 

Quoth he, then let me hear 
Which of you Three in plighted Troth, 

The kindefl will appear. 

To whom the Elded thus began, 

Dear Father mind, quoth (he, 
Before your Face, to do you good, 

My Blood (hall render'd be : 
And for your Sake my bleeding Heart 

Shall here be cut in twain, 
E're that I fee your rev rend Age 

The fmalleft Grief fuftain. 

And 
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And fo will I, the Second faid, 

Dear Father, for your Sake, 
The word of all Extremities 

111 gently undertake : 
And ferve your Highnefs Night and Day, 

With Diligence^and Love ; 
That fweet Content and Quietnefs 

Difcomforts may remove. 

In doing fo, you glad my Soul, 

The aged King repl/d ; 
But what fay'ft thou, my youngeft Girl, 

How is thy Love all/d ? 
My Love (quoth young Cordelia then) 

Which to your Grace I owe, 
Shall be the Duty of a Child, 

And that is all I'll (how. 

And wilt thou (hew no more, quoth he, 

Than doth thy Duty bind 1 
I well perceive thy Love is fmall, 

When as no more I find : 
Henceforth I banifli thee my Court ; 

Thou art no Child of mine : 
Nor any Part of this my Realm, 

By favour (hall be thine. 

Thy elded Sifters Loves are more, 

Than well I can demand ; 
To whom I equally beftow 

My Kingdom and my Land : 
My pompous State and all my Goods, 

That lovingly I may 
With thofe thy Sifters be maintain'd, 

Until my dying Day. 

Thus flatt'ring' Speeches won Renown, 

By thefe two Sifters here : 
The third had caufelefs Baniftiment, 

Yet was her Love more dear : 



For 
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For poor Cordelia patiently 
Went wandYing up and down, 
Unhelp'd, unpity*d, gentle Maid, 
Through many an Englijh Town : 

Until at lafl in famous France 

She gentler Fortunes found ; 
Though poor and bare, yet (he was deem'd 

The fairefl on the Ground : 
Where when the King her Virtues heard, 

And this fair Lady feen, 
With full confent of all his Court, 

He made his Wife and Queen. 

Her Father, old King Lear this while 

With his two Daughters (laid, 
Forgetful of their promis'd Loves, 

Full foon the fame deny'd ; 
And living in Queen Regan's Court, 

The Eldefl of the twain, 
She took from him his chiefefl Means, 

And mod of all his Train. 

For whereas twenty Men were wont 

To wait with bended Knee : 
She gave Allowance but to Ten, 

And after fcarce to Three : 
Nay, one (he thought too much for him, 

So took (he all away, 
In hope that in her Court, good King, 

He would no longer (lay. 

Am I rewarded thus, quoth he, 

In giving all I have 
Unto my Children, and to beg 

For what I lately gave % 
I'll go unto my Gonori/; 

My Second Child, I know, 
Will be more kind and pitiful, 

And will relieve my Woe. 



Full 
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Full fafl he hies then to her Court ; 

Where when (he hears his Moan, 
Return'd him Anfwer, That (he griev'd, 

That all his Means were gone : 
But no way could relieve his Wants ; 

Yet if that he would flay 
Within her Kitchen, he mould have 

What Scullions gave away. 

When he had heard with bitter Tears, 

He made his Anfwer then ; 
In what I did let me be made 

Example to all Men. 
I will return again, quoth he, 

Unto my Rcgaris Court ; 
She will nofufe me thus, I hope, 

But in a kinder Sort 

Where when he came, (he gave Command 

To drive him thence away : 
When he was well within her Court, 

(She faid) he would not (lay. 
Then back again to GonorUI, 

The woful King did hie, 
That in her Kitchen he might have, 

What Scullion Boys fet by. 

But there of that he was deny'd, 

Which (he had promis'd late : 
For once refufmg, he (hould not 

Come after to her Gate. 
Thus 'twixt his Daughters, for Relief, 

He wander'd up and down ; 
Being glad to feed on Beggars Food, 

That lately wore a Crown. 

And calling to remembrance then 

His youngefl Daughter's Words, 
That faid the Duty of a Child ' 

Was all that Love affords : 

* But 
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But doubting to repair to her, 

Whom he had banifh'd fo, 
Grew frantick mad ; for in his Mind 

He bore the Wounds of Woe : 

Which made him rend his milk-white Locks, 

And Trefles from his Head, 
And all with Blood beftain his Cheeks, 

With Age and Honour fpread : 
To Hills and Woods, and watry Founts, 

He made his hourly Moan, 
Till Hills and Woods, and fenilefs Things, 

Did feem to figh and groan. 

Ev*n thus poflefs'd with Difcontents, 

He pafled o're to France, 
In hope from fair Cordelia there, 

To find fome gentler Chance. 
Moft virtuous Dame ! which when (he heard 

Of this her Father's Grief, 
As Duty bound, (he quickly fent 

Him Comfort and Relief : 

And by a Train of Noble Peers, 

In brave and gallant Sort, 
She gave in Charge he mould be brought 

To Aganippu? Court ; 
Whofe Royal King, whofe Noble Mind, 

So freely gave Confent, 
To mufler up his Knights at Anns, 

To Fame and Courage bent : 

And fo to England came with Speed, 

To repoffefs King Lear, 
And drive his Daughters from their Thrones, 

By his Cordelia dear : 
Where (he, true-hearted Noble Queen, 

Was in the Battel (lain ; 
Yet he, good King, in his old Days, 

Poflefs'd his Crown again. 

But 
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But when he heard Corddids Death, 

Who dy'd indeed for Love 
Of her dear Father, in whofe Caufe 

She did this Battel move ; 
He fwooning, fell upon her Breafl, 

From whence he never parted ; 
But on her Bofom left his Life, 

That was fo truly hearted. 

The Lords and Nobles when they law 

The End of thefe Events, 
The other Sifters unto Death 

They doomed by Confents : 
And being dead, their Crowns they left 

Unto the next of Kin : 
Thus have you feen the Fall of Pride, 

And difobedient Sin. 




III. The 
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III. The Noble A6b of King Arthur 
and the Knights of the Round Ta- 
ble ; with the Valiant Atchievements 
of Sir Lancelot du Lake. 



To the Tune of, Flying Fame. 



Thd at one Leap I come feveral Centuries 
nearer our own Time, yet can I not boqft of 
tfteDepettdance which is to be made upon the 
Hijloriam whShave givenus the Life of this 
Prince. In tJwfe Days oflgnorance 9 when 
ttu Monks were alviofl the only Writersjhey 
mitfd with every Fail fo many miraculous 
Stories ^one wotdd have thought 'emflriving 
to out-do the Heathen Mythologies. Of this 
Clafs of Writers, was Geoffrey of Mon- 
mouth, who livd in the Tune of King Ste- 
phen. This A uthor tinder taking to give us 
a very autlicntick Relation of Kvig Arthurs 
Life, got every Account of him he could in- 
to his own Hands ; and ttienfupprefs'd 'em 

to 
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to make hisHiflory the more valuable, wJiere 
wit/i every Fail he has mix 'd fomething fo 
miraculous ', or rather fo ridiculous and in- 
credible, that fever al fucceeding Hiftorians* 
unable to find the Actions of this Prince 
recorded by any one but Geoffrey, very 
much quefliorid whether there ever wasfuch 
a Man. And amongfi the Moderns , Mil- 
tonfeems pretty fully perfuaded, that his very 
Exi/lence is a Fable. The Author who, in 
my Opinion, hath taken the mofl Pains in 
clearing up this Story, and difHnguifliing 
Faftfrom Fiflzon, is Speed, whofe Autho- 
rity therefore I fhall chiefly rely upon. Ar- 
thur, the Son of Uter and Igren Dulc/iefs 
of Cornwall, was crowned King of Bri- 
tain about the Year 516, and in tfie Fif- 
teenth of his Age. He vigor oufly carried 
on the War againfl tfie Saxons ; and fought 
Twelve famous Battels, inevery one of which 
he came off victorious. Notwithflafiding 
the general Opinion, and tlie Name giveti 
him of a Britifh Worthy, we fiave more 
Reafon to believe him a Defendant of the 
Romans, than of the Britons ; but be that 
asit may,' lis certain he refufed paying Tri- 
bute to Rome. After a Reign of Twenty 
fix Years, Mordred, the Son of Lotho, 
who pretended to his Crown, march* d out 
againfl him with his Army : A nd tliey en- 
countered at a Place then calfd Kamblan in 

Corn- 
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Cornwall, where our Hero flew him. with 
his own Hand ; and at the fame Time re- 
ceived his Death's Wound from him. From 
the Field of Battel he was carried to Gla- 
ftenbury in Somerfetfhire, where he died 
the Twenty firfl of May, in the Year 54Z. 
and was buried in that Church^yard. They 
tell us, that his Body was found 600 Years 
after y under the Reign of King Henry the 
Second, Hxteen Foot under Ground; andnear 
him the Body ^/"Guiniver his Queen. As 
to the other Heroes of this Song, moft of our 
Hiflorians arefilent; but Tradition very 
loud, which tells us, that King Arthur crea- 
ted Twenty four Knights of the Order \fdtnr 
felf 'making the Twenty fifth ; thd our Poet 
has thought fit to double the Number. At 
Winchefter theyflillfhow us this Round Ta- 
ble, hanging in the great Hall where the Sa- 
xonKingsufiwllyfeq/led. This Hallisfland- 
ing,fupportedbyMarblePillarsintheKing > s 
Houfe, on the Weft-fide of that City. The 
Table it felf is of One folid Piece of Wood, 
and round it are cutfeveral Names in the 
Saxon Charatters; tlwugh I believe no one 
legible, fave that ^/"Lancelot 
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WHEN Arthur firft in Court began, 
And was approved King ; 
By Force of Arms great Victories won, 
And Conqueft home did bring : 

Then into Britain ftraight he came, 

Where Fifty good and able 
Knights then repaired unto him, 

Which were of the Round Table. 

And many Jufts and Tournaments, 

Before them that were drefs'd ; 
Where valiant Knights did then excel, 

And far furmount the reft : 

But one Sir Lancelot du Lake, 

Who was approved well; 
He in his Fights and Deeds of Arms 

All others did excel. 

When he had refted him a while, 

To play, to game, and fport ; 
He thought he would go try himfelf 

In fome adventrous Sort : 

He armed rode in Foreft wide, 

And met a Damfel fair, 
Who told him of Adventures great ; 

Whereto he gave good Ear. 

Why mould I not, quoth Lancelot, tho' 

For that Caufe I came hither % 
Thou feem'ft, quoth (he, a Knight right good, 

And I will bring thee thither. 

Whereas the mighty Knight doth dwell, 

That now is of great Fame : 
Therefore tell me what Knight thou art ; 

And then what is your Name ? My 
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My Name is Lancelot du Lake. 

Quoth (he, It likes me then ; 
Here dwells a Knight that never was 

E're match'd with any Man ; 

Who has in Prifon Threefcore Knights 
And Four that he has wound ; 

Knights of King Arthur's Court they be, 
Aid of his Table Round. 

She brought him to a River-fide, 

And alfo to a Tree, 
Whereon a Copper-Bafon hung, 

His Fellows Shields to fee. 

He ftruck fo hard, the Bafon broke. 

When Tarquin heard the Sound, 
He drove a Horfe before him ftraight, 

Whereon a Knight lay bound. 

Sir Knight, then (aid Sir Lancelot, though, 
Bring me that Horfe-Load hither, 

And lay him down, and let him reft ; 
We'll try our Force together. 

And as I underftand thou haft, 

So far as thou art able, 
Done great Defpite and Shame unto 

The Knights of the Round Table. 

If thou be of the Table Round, 

(Quoth Tarquin fpeedily) 
Both thee and all thy Fellowfhip 

I utterly defy. 

That's overmuch, quoth Lancelot though, 

Defend thee by and by. 
They put their Spurs unto their Steeds, 

Aiid each at other fly : 



They 
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They couch'd their Spears, and Horfes ran 

As though there had been Thunder ; 
And each ftruck them amidfl the Shield, 

Wherewith they broke in (under : 

Their Horfes Backs break under them ; 

The Knights were both afton'd : 
To void their Horfes they made hade, 

To light upon the Ground 

They took them to their Shields full fail, 

TTieir Swords they drew out then ; 
With mighty Strokes moil eagerly 

Each one at other run. 

They wounded were, and bled full fore, 

For Breath they both did (land ; 
And leaning on their Swords awhile, 

Quoth Tarquin, Hold thy Hand ; 

And tell to me what I (hall ask. 

Say on, quoth Lancelot though. 
Thou art, quoth Tarquin, the bed Knight 

That ever I did know, 

And like a Knight that I did hate ; 

So that thou be not he, 
I will deliver all the reft, 

And eke accord with thee. 

That is well (aid, quoth Lancelot then ; 

But fith it mud be fo, 
What is the Knight thou hated thus, 

I pray thee to me (how 1 

His Name is Lancelot du Lake ; 

He flew my Brother dear : 
Him I fufpec\ of all the red ; 

I would I had him here. 

Thy 
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Thy With thou haft, but yet unknown, 

I am Lancelot du Lake, 
Now Knight of Arthur's Table Round, 

King HatuTs Son of Scuwake : 

And I defire thee do thy word. 
Ho, ho, quoth Tarquin, though 

One of us two (hall end our Lives, 
Before that we do go. 

If thou be Lancelot du Lake, 

Then welcome (halt thou be; 
Wherefore fee thou thy felf defend, 

For now I defy thee. 

They buckled then together fo, 

Like two wild Boars rufliing, 
And with their Swords and Shields they ran 

At one another flaftiing: 

The Ground befprinkled was with Blood, 

Tarquin began to faint ; 
For he gave back, and bore his Shield 

So low, he did repent 

Then foon 'fpied Sir Lancelot though, 

He leapt upon him then, 
He pull*d him down upon his Knee, 

And rufhing off his Helm ; 

And then he (Iruck his Neck in two : 

And when he had done fo, 
From Prifon, Threefcore Knights and Four 

Lancelot deliver'd though. 



IV. A 
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IV. A Song of King Edgar, (hewing 
how he was deceived of his Love. 



To the Tune of, Labandulijhot. 



An Introduction to this Ballad is almoflun- 
neceffary;fo very clofely has our Poet copied 
from Hiftory •; For fear therefore of grow- 
ing impertinent, Ifhall take little or no No- 
tice of thofe Fails which are mentioned in 
this old Song, and only touch upon thofe 
Circumflances which are omitted. Edgar, 
firnamed the Peaceable, fucceeded his 
Brother Edwin in the Year 959, and the 
Sixteenth of his Age. In Hi/lory he is ve- 
ry much extoWdfor JufHce, Clemency, and 
other Royal Virtues; but accused of a little 
Vain-glory , and of an amorous Inclination. 
Mis Intrigues with Wilfrida, whom he took 
out of a Nunnery > and the Maid of Ando- 
ver, are foreign to my Purpofe ; but as this 
lafl Adventure has fome thing particular in 
it, I believe it will be no difagreeable En- 

Vol. II. C ter- 
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tertainment. Our Monarch being once at 
Andover, and hearing of a Duk^s Daugh- 
ter in that Neighbourhood, who was ex to IP d 
for her Beauty ; he fent Orders to the 
Dutchefs y to bring her Daughter to him thai 
Night. By the Nature of the Meffage, we 
mayfuppoje the Kings of our Ifland to be 
much more abfolute in thofe Days than they 
are at prefent. The good old Lady was 
afraid of dif obeying the King, yet much 
more of wounding her Daughter's Honour; 
but having a pretty MaidrServant,fhe *w- 
gagedher to goand aft her Daughter's Part. 
Accordingly, at Night theDutchefs brought 
her to the King's Bed, wliich hefpent with 
a greafyleal of imaginary Pleafure, thinking 
he had enjoy 9 d the fairefl Creature in the 
World. But the Wench rijing before Day- 
light tlie next Morning, the King laid hold 
of her, and ask'd, What made her fo defirous 
of leaving himfofoon ? To which fhe very 
innocently reply d, If fhe did not makehqfte 
Home,fJtefhould not gel her Work done be- 
fore Night. Her Anfwer fur prised the 
King; but theyfoon came to an Eclaircijffe- 
ment : He took the Girl with him ; and, 
they fay, kept conflant to her till his Mar- 
riage with Elfrida. By hisfirfl Wife, Egel- 
fleda, the Daughter of Duke Ordiner, he 
had a Son Edward, firnamed the Younger, 
whofucceeded /dm. TJid fome of our Hi- 
floriansfeem to que/Hon his Marriage with 

Egel- 
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Egelfieda, telling us, he contented Mmfelf 
with declaring the Child he had by her Legiti- 
mate. Some confiderableTime after this Ad- 
venture jiearingtheReportofElfrida.'sBeau- 
fy, who was Daughter to Ordgar, Duke of 
Dcvonfhire, he fent his Favourite Athel- 
wood, Ear I of Eaft-Angles, to fee whether 
Fame had fpokenTruth. Whatfollowsinthe 
Song isfl'rUlly Fatt; and the Ear I, for his 
Treachery, was flain thenextDaybyhisMar- 
flers own Hand. It is recorded, that a bafe 
Sonof tkeEar I 9 s following the Chace y rode by 
at tfte very Inftant the King was giving the 
Blow. The Monarch feeing him, fix 7 d his 
Eyes fternly upon him,and ask d him y How 
he lifcd the Game? The other veryfubmif 
fively reply 'd, That whatsoever pleas'd the 
King,mufl notdifpleafe him: And this An- 
fiver won him the Favour his Father had loft. 
ByJLlfrida. the King had Two Children; ¥A- 
mund 9 who died at Four Year sold; and¥s- 
thereld, in Favour of whom this Queen fheufd 
moreAmbition than fhe had done ,in difobey- 
ingher firft Husband sCommandyinorder to 
gain the Kings Heart: For after IheDeath 
of Edgar, fhe would havefet this Son upon 
theThrone,thd at that Time but SevenYears 
of Age, to the Prejudice of Edward ; but 
failing in Iter Attempts, fhe feeni d to give 
'em quite over ; and Edward, who was of 
a mild and for givingTemper > could bear no 
Malice : But upon a certain Day 9 about 

C 2 Three 
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ThreeTears after JhuntingneartheCaftle where 
kisMother-in- Law rejided fa went tofee her; 
andbeinglhirjly, ask dforfomething to drink. 
Finding thai he would not alight from hisHor/e, 
Elfrida privately commanded one of her Ser- 
vants > who wailed with the Wine, tojlab the 
Kingwitlihis Poniard^whilJlhewasdrinMng; 
which he accordingly did; and he diedof the 
Wound. Etfiereldy t /tough at that Time but 
TenYearsold, abhorr dtheCrimeby which he 
afcendedthe Throne'. And his Mother foon 
repenting of her bloody Action, built a Nun- 
nery or two to expiate this Murder, as well 
as tfiat of her Husband : One of'emupon the 
very Spot of Ground where Athelwood was 
kiird:AndfomeofourHi/torians add, thai 
in this Nunnery fhe ended her Days. 

WHen as King Edgar did govern this Land, 
Adown, adown, down, down, down. 
And in the Strength of his Years he did Hand, 

Call him down a. 
Such Praife was fpread of a gallant Dame, 
Which did through England carry great Fame ; 
And (he a Lady of high Degree, 
The Earl of Dcvonjkiris Daughter was (he. 
The King, who lately had bury'd the Queen, 
And not long Time a Widower had been, 
Hearing this Praife of a gallant Maid, 
Upon her Beauty his Love he laid ; 
And in his Mind he would often fay, 
I will fend for that Lady gay ; 
Yea, I will fend for this Lady bright, 
Which is my Treafure and Delight ; 

Whofe 
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Whofe Beauty, like to Phabus Beams, 
Doth glitter through all Chriftian Realms. 
TTien to himfelf he would reply, 
Saying, How fond a Prince am I, 
To cail my Love fo bafe and low, 
Upon a Girl I do not know) 
King Edgar will his Fancy frame 
To have fome Peerlefs Princely Dame, 
The Daughter of a Royal King, 
That may a dainty Dowry bring ; 
Whofe matchlefs Beauty brought in place, 
May EflrilcTs Colour clean difgrace. 
But fenfelefe Man, what do I mean, 
Upon a broken Reed to lean? 
Or what fond Fury did me move, 
Thus to abufe my dearefl Love? 
Whofe Vifage grac'd with heav'nly Hue, 
Doth Hdkris Honour quite fubdue, 
The Glory of her beauteous Pride, 
Sweet EftriUPs Favour doth deride: 
Then pardon my unfeemly Speech, 
Dear Love and Lady, I befeech : 
For I my Thoughts will henceforth frame, 
To fpread the Honour of thy Name. 
Then unto him he call'd a Knight, 
Which was moil trufly in his Sight; 
And unto him thus he did fay, 
To Earl Orgator go thy way : 
Where ask for Ejlrild, comely Dame, 
Whofe Beauty went fo for for Fame : 
And if you find her comely Grace, 
As Fame did fpread in every Place; 
Then tell her Father, (he (hall be 
My crowned Queen, if (he agree. 
The Knight in Meflage did proceed, 
And into Devon/hire with Speed : 
But when he (aw the Lady bright, 
He was fo ravilh'd at her Sight, 

C3 That 
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That nothing could his Paflion move, 

Except he might obtain her Love : 

For, Day and Night while there he (laid, 

He courted dill this peerlefs Maid, 

And in his Suit he (hew'd fuch Skill, 

That at the length he gain'd her Good-will; 

Forgetting quite the Duty tho', 

Which he unto the King did owe. 

Then coming home unto his Grace, 

He told him with diffembling Face, 

That thofe Reporters were to blame, 

That fo advanced the Maiden's Name : 

For I allure your Grace, faid he, 

She is as other Women be ; 

Her Beauty of fuch great Report, 

No better than the common Sort, 

And far unmeet in every Thing 

To match with fuch a Noble King: 

But tho' her Face be nothing fair, 

Yet fith (he is her Father's Heir, 

Perhaps fome Lord of High Degree 

Would very fain her Husband be ; 

Then if your Grace would give Confent, 

I would my felf be well content 

The Damfel for my Wife to take, 

For her great Lands and Livings Sake. 

The King (whom thus he did deceive) 

Incontinent did give him Leave; 

For on that Point he did not (land, 

For why, he had not need of Land. 

Then being glad, he went away, 

And wedded (Iraight this Lady gay: 

The faired Creature bearing Life, 

Had this falfe Knight unto his Wife ; 

And by that Match of high Degree, 

An Earl foon after that was he. 

E're he long Time had married been, 

That many had her Beauty feen ; 
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Her Praife was fpread both far and near : 
The King again thereof did hear ; 
Who then in Heart did plainly prove, 
He was betrayed of his Love : 
Though therefore he was vexed fore, 
Yet feem'd he not to grieve therefore; 
But kept his Countenance good and kind, 
As tho' he bore no Grudge in Mind. 
But on a Day it came to pais, 
When as the King full merry was, 
To Ethdwood in Sport he faid, 
I mufe what Cheer there mould be made, 
If to thy Houfe I (hould refort 
A Night or two for princely Sport I 
Hereat the Earl fhew'd Count'nance glad, 
Though in his Heart he was full fad : 
Saying, Your Grace mail welcome be, 
If fo your Grace will honour me. 
Then as the Day appointed was, 
Before the King did thither pais, 
The Earl before-hand did prepare 
The King his Coming to declare ; 
And with a Count'nance palling grim, 
He call'd his Lady unto him, 
Saying, with fad and heavy Chear, 
I pray you, when the King comes here, 
Sweet Lady, as you tender me, 
Let your Attire but homely be ; 
And wafli not thou thy Angel's Face, 
But fo thy Beauty clean difgrace ; 
Thereto thy Geflure fo apply, 
It may feem loathfome to the Eye ; 
For if the King mould there behold 
Thy glorious Beauty fo extoll'd, 
Then (hall my Life foon (horten'd be, 
For my Deferts and Treachery. 
When to thy Father firfl I came, 
Tho' I did not declare the lame, 

* C 4 Yet 
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Yet was I put in trail to bring 
The joyful Tidings to the King ; 
Who for thy glorious Beauty feen, 
Did think of thee to make his Queen : 
But when I had thy Perfon found, 
Thy Beauty gave me fuch a Wound, 
No Reft or Comfort could I take, 
Till you, fweet Love, my Grief did flake : 
And that tho' Duty charged me 
Moft faithful to my Lord to be ; 
Yet Love, upon the other Side, 
Bid for my felf I lhould provide : 
Then for my Suit and Service mown, 
At length I won you for my own ; 
And for my Love in Wedlock fpent, 
Your Choice you need no whit repent : 
Then fince my Grief I have exprefe'd, 
Sweet Lady, grant me my Requeft. 
Good Words me gave with foiling Chear, 
Mufing of that which (he did hear ; 
And calling many Things in Mind, 
Great Fault therewith (he feem'd to find ; 
But in her felf (he thought it Shame, 
To make that foul which God did frame. 
Moft coftly Robes full rich therefore, 
In braved Sort that Day (he wore, 
Doing all that e're (he might 
To fet her Beauty forth to Sight : 
And her bed Skill in every Thing 
She (hew'd, to entertain the King. 
Wherefore the King fo fnared was, 
That Reafon quite from him did pafs : 
His Heart by her was fet on Fire, 
He had to her a great Defire : 
And for the Looks he gave her then ; 
For every Look (he gave him Ten. 
Wherefore the King perceived plain, 
His Love and Looks were not in vain. 



Upon 
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Upon a Time it chanced fo, 
The King he would a Hunting go ; 
And as they through a Wood did ride, 
The Earl on Horfeback by his Side ; 
For fo the Story teileth plain, 
That with a Shaft the Earl was flam; 
So that when he had loft his Life, 
He took the Lady unto Wife ; 
Who manyd her, all Harm to fliun, 
By whom he did beget a Son. 
Thus he that did the King deceive, 
Did by Defert his Death receive. 
Then, to conclude and make an End, 
Be true and faithful to thy Friend. 




C 5 V. How 
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V # How Covetitry was made free by 
Godina, Countefs of Chefter. 



To the Tune of, Prince Arthur died at Ludlow, &*c. 



WlieiJier tJie Generality of our Hiflorians lookd 
upon tfie following Story as fabulous, I can- 
not fay \ but upon the flrictefl Search, I 
could not meet with the leaft Account of it 
in any of our Englifh Writer s\ I mean 
thofe w/io liave left us their Hiflories in that 
Tongue. Leofric or Leofricus, Duke of 
Mercia, or according to others^ Earl of 
Chefter, is indeed mentiorid by every Wri- 
ter, who has given us the Life of Edward 
the Confeffor\ and t/ie Earl isfet off by 
mofl of 'em, not only as a brave and wife 
General^ but alfo as a Saint: And they tell 
us, tie died in an advanced Age, in the Year 
*057> and the \$th of King Edward. But 
as for the Hiflory of his Wife, we tHuft liave 

re* 
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reeourfe to Bromton, an Abbot, who has 
left us a Latin Chronicle of tlie moft Mate- 
rial Tranfaflionsin this Ifland, from the Year 
588 to 1 198. By him Godina, or, as lie 
calls her, Godiva, is fet off as one of tlie 
moft pious Women of the Age : A nd he gives 
us a long Catalogue of the Religious Houfes 
which fhe founded. • The City of Cqvcntry at 
that Time groaned under very ficavy Taxes 
and Duties ', which ttiey paid Leoffick. Go- 
dina taking pity on 'em, and feeing to what Po- 
verty they were reduced by thefe burthenfome 
Taxations,cle/ir'd lier Htisband tor emit tliem ; 
which he would by no means confent to, the 
Coventry Taxes being one of tlie beft Brandies 
of his Revenue. But the Countefsftill preffmg 
him, he thought to filence lier at once, by af- 
furing her that he never would do it, unlefs 
JJte would ride Naked from one End of tlie 
Town to the other ; well knowing the ftritt 
Virtue of his Wife, and believing Iter Modefty 
would never permit her to think of fuch a 
Thing. But /he having a fine Head of Hair, 
comfrd it out, and fo weav'd it round her, that 
no Part of her was left naked fave lier Legs; 
and in tliat manner fhe rode thrd tlie Town. 
Thus far Bromton. But at Coventry they 
tell us another Sort of a Story : Godina, 
fay tliey, commanded that tlie Windows and 
Doors of every Houfe flwuld be fliut up, 
whilftfhe was riding through tlie Town; and 

that 
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that no bodyjhould prefumeto lookout \ under 
Painof Death :A ndapoor Taylor \whowould 
needs be peeping *, wasftruck blind. In Com- 
memoration of which, his Figure > therecaltd 
the Peeper, is put in the fame Window to 
this Day: And that of the LadyGodinz is 
once a Year carriedinProcefJion througheve- 
ry Street in Coventry. 

LEofricus, that Noble Earl, 
Of Chefier, as I read, 
For the City of Coventry 
Many a Noble Deed : 

Great Privileges for the Town 

This Noble Man did get ; 
And of all Things did make it fo, 

That they Toll-free did fit : 

Save only that for Horfes dill 

They did fome Cuflom pay, 
Which was great Charges to the Town, 

Full long and many a Day : 

Wherefore his Wife Godina fair 

Did of the Earl requefl, 
That thereof he would make it free, 

As well as all the red. 

So when that (he long Time had fued, 

Her Purpofe to obtain ; 
Her Noble Lord at length (he took, 

When in a pleafant Vein : 

And unto him with fmiling Chear, 

She did forthwith proceed, 
Intreating greatly that he would 

Perform that goodly Deed. 

You 
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You move me much, my Fair, quoth he, 

Your Suit I fain would (hun ; 
But what will you perform and do, 

To have this Matter done ? 

Why any Thing, my Lord, (quoth (he) 

You will with Reafon crave ; 
I will perform it with good Will, 

If I my Wifli might have. 

If thou wilt grant the Thing, he faid, 

That I fhall now require, 
As foon as it is finifhed, 

Thou (halt have thy Defire. 

Command what you think good, my Lord, , 

I will thereto agree, 
On this Condition, That the Town 

For ever may be free. 

If thou wilt but thy Cloaths drip off, 

And by me lay them down, 
And at Noon-day on Horfe-back ride 

Stark-Naked through the Town ; 

They (hall be free for evermore : 

If thou wilt not do fo, 
More Liberty than now they have, 

I never will bellow. 

The Lady, at this flrange Demand, 

Was much abafli'd in Mind ; 
And yet for to fulfil this Thing, 

She never a whit repin'd. 

Wherefore unto all Officers 

Of Coventry (he fent, 
That they perceiving her good Will, 

Which for the Weal was bent ; 



That 
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That on the Day that (he fhould ride, 

All Perfons through the Town 
Should keep their Houfcs (hut, and Doors, 

And clap their Windows down ; 

So that no Creature, young or old, 

Should in the Streets be feen, 
Till the had ridden all about, 

Throughout the City clean. 

And when the Day of Riding came, 

No Perfon did her fee, 
Saving her Lord ; after which Time 

The Town was ever free. 



[39] 




VI Robin Hood and the Bifhop; (hew- 
ing how Robin went to an old Wo- 
man's Houfe, and changed Cloaths 
with her to 'fcape from the Bifhop ; 
and how he robb'd him of all his 
Gold, and made him fing a Mafs. 



To the Tune of, Robin Hood and the Stranger \ &c 



/*• my Firft Volume I /aid as muck of Robin 
Hood as I thought could be depended upon, 
mareperfiaps than many will believe ; and 
therefore^withaut repeating any Part of his 
HiJl^yylfhallinferttheTwofollowingSintgs. 
The former is one of thofe I made mention 
of in the gothPage of that Volume ^relating 
to a Trick put upon a Bifhop. I will not 
affirmjhateither of thefe Ballads is ground- 
ed upon Fatt ; but mofl of the old Poets > who 
have chofen Robin Hood for their Hero* 
having made a flanding J f efl of a Bishop >, / 
take it for gr anted y thatfome one or other 
of their Stories muft be true. And the lat- 
ter 
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ter Songisfofarfrom contacting any Tiling 
contradittory to Reafonjhat I look upon tlie 
A (Hon as entirely confiftent with the Cha- 
racter delivered down to us of that Famous 
Out-Law. 

COroe, Gentlemen all, and liflen a while, 
With a hey down, down, and a down. 
And a Story to you 111 unfold ; 
111 tell you how Robin Hood fer/d the Bifhop, 
When he robbed him of his Gold : 

As it fell out on a Sun-fhining Day, 

When Phoebus was in his Prime, 
Then Robin Hood, that Archer good, 

In Mirth would fpend fome Time. 

As he walk'd forth the Forefl along, 

Some Paflime for to 'fpy, 
There was he aware of a proud Bifhop, 

And all his Company. 

what (hall I do ? faid Robin Hood then, 
If the Bifhop he doth take me ; 

No Mercy he'll fhow unto me, I know, 
Therefore away I will flee. 

Then Robin was flout, and turn'd him about, 

And a little Houfe there did he 'fpy ; 
And to an old Wife, to fave his Life, 

He loud began to cry. 

Why, who art thou % faid the old Woman, 
Come tell it to me for good ? 

1 am an Out-Law, as many do know ; 

My Name it is Robin Hood : 

And 
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And yonder^ the Bifhop with all his Men, 

And if that I taken be, 
Then Day and Night he'll work me Spite, 

And hanged I (hall be. 

If thou be Robin Hood, laid the old Wife, 

As thou doft feem to be ; 
HI for thee provide, and thee I will hide 

From the Bifhop and his Company. 

For well I remember, on Saturday Night 
Thou brought^ me both Shoes and Hofe ; 

Therefore I'll provide thy Perfon to hide. 
And keep thee from thy Foes : 

Then give me foon thy Coat of Grey, 

And take thou my Mantle of Green ; 
Thy Spindle and Twine unto me refign, 

And take you my Arrows fo keen. 

And when that Robin Hood was fo arra/d, 

He went (Irak to his Company ; 
With his Spindle and Twine, he oft look'd behind, 

For the Bifliop and his Company. 

what is yonder, quoth Little John, 

That now comes over the Lee ? 
A keen Arrow I will at her let fly, 

So like an old Witch looks (he. 

hold thy Hand, hold thy Hand, faid Robin then, 
And (hoot not thy Arrow fo keen ; 

1 am Robin Hood, thy Matter good, 
And quickly it (hall be feen. 

The Bifhop he came to the old Woman's Houfe, 

And he called with furious Mood ; 
Come let me foon fee, and bring unto me 

That Traytor Robin Hood, The 
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The old Woman he fat on a Milk-white Steed, 

Himfelf on a dapple Grey ; 
And for Joy he had got Robin Hood, 

He went laughing all the way. 

But as they went riding the Forefl along, 

The Bifhop he chanced to fee 
An Hundred brave Bow-men bold 

Stand under the green Wood Tree. 

O who is yonder, the Bifhop he faid, 

That's ranging within the Wood ? 
Marry, fays the old Woman, I think it to be 

A Man call'd Robin Hood. 

Why, who art thou, the Bilhop he faid, 

Which I have here with me ? 
Why, I am an old Woman, thou cuckoldly Bifhop, 

Lift up my Leg and fee. 

Then wo to me, the Bifhop he faid, 

That ever I faw this Day ! 
He turn'd him about, and Robin Hood fo flout 

Call'd to him and bid him flay. 

Then Robin took hold of the Bifhop's Horfe, 

And ty*d him fafl to a Tree ; 
And flrait Little John fmil'd his Mafler upon, 

For Joy of that Company. 

Robin Hood took his Mantle from his Back, 

And fpread it upon the Ground, 
And out of the Bifhop's Portmantle he 

Soon told Five Hundred Pound : 

So now let him go, faid Robin Hood; 

Said Little John, That may not be ; 
For I vow and profefs, he fhall fing us a Mafs, 

Before that he go from me. 

Then 
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Then Robin Hood took the Biftiop by the Hand, 

And bound him fad to a Tree, 
And made him fmg a Mafs, God wot, 

To him and his Yeomandree : 

And then they brought him through the Wood, 

And fet him on his dapple Grey ; 
And gave the Tail within his Hand, 

And bid him for Robin Hood pray. 




VII. Ro- 
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VIL Robin Hood and y2/£tt a Z?o& ; or 
the Manner of Robin Hood's refcuing 
a young Lady from an old Knight, 
to whom fhe was going to be marri- 
ed, and refloring her to Allen a Dale, 
her former Love. 



To the Tune of, Robin Hood in the Green Wood. 



COme liften to me, you Gallants fo free, 
All you that love Mirth for to hear, 
And I will tell you of a bold Out-Law, 
That lived in Nottingham/hire. 
That lived in Nottinghamlhire. 

As Robin Hood in the Forefl flood, 

All under the Green-Wood Tree ; 
There was he aware of a brave young Man, 

As fine as fine might be. 

The Youngfler was cloathed in Scarlet red, 

In Scarlet fine and gay ; 
And he did frisk it over the Plain, 

And chanted a Round-de-lay. 

As Robin Hood next Morning flood 

Amongfl the Leaves fo gay, 
There did he 'fpy the fame young Man 

Come drooping along the way. 

The 
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The Scarlet he wore the Day before, 

It was clean call away ; 
And every Step he fetch'd a Sigh, 

Alack and a well a Day. 

The ftepped forth brave Little yohn. 

And Midge the Miller's Son ; 
Which made the young Man bend his Bow, 

When as he fee them come : 



Stand off, (land off, the young Man laid 

What is your Will with me f 
You mud come before our Mailer (Irait, 

Under yon Green-Wood Tree. 

And when he came bold Robin before, 
Robin ask'd him courteoufly, 

hail thou any Money to fpare ; 
For my merry Men and me ? 

1 have no Money, the young Man faid, 
But Five Shillings and a Ring ; 

And that I have kept this Seven long Years, 
To have it at my Wedding. 

YeHerday I (hould have marry'd a Maid, 

But (he was from me ta'en ; 
And chofen to be an old Knight's Delight, 

Whereby my poor Heart is (lain. 

What is thy Name then, faid Robin /food, 

Come tell me without any fail ? 
By the Faith of my Body, then faid the young 

My Name it is Allen a Dale. Man, 



What 
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What wilt thou give me, laid Robin Hood, 

In ready Gold or Fee, 
To help thee to thy true Love again, 

And deliver her unto thee ? 

I have no Money, then quoth the young Man, 

No ready Gold or Fee ; 
But I will fwear upon a Book, 

Thy true Servant to be. 

How many Miles is it to thy true Love, 

Come tell me without any Guile ? [Man, 

By the Faith of my Body, then laid the young 

It is but Five little Mile. 



Then Robin he hailed over the Plain, 

He did neither Hint nor lin, 
Until he came unto the Church, 

Where Allen Ihould keep his Wedding. 

What doll thou here, the Bilhop then laid, 

I prithee now tell unto me ? 
I am a bold Harper, quoth Robin Hood, 

And the bell in the North Country. 

O welcome, welcome, the Bilhop then laid, 

That Mufick bell pleafeth me : 
You lhall have no Mufick, quoth Robin Hood, 

Till the Bride and Bridegroom I fee. 



With that came in a wealthy Knight, 

Which was both grave and old ; 
And after him, a finikin Lafs 

Did Ihine like the glittering Gold. 

This 



[47] 

This is not a fit Match, quoth bold Robin Hood, 

That you do feem to make here ; 
For fmce we are come unto the Church, 

The Bride (hall chufe her own Dear. 

Then Robin Hood put his Horn to his Mouth, 

And blew Blafts two or three ; 
Then Four and twenty Bow-men bold 

Came leaping over the Lee. 

And when they came into the Church-yard, 

Marching all on a Row ; 
The firfl Man there was Allen a Dale, 

To give bold Robin his Bow. 

This is thy true Love, Robin he (aid : 

Young Allen, as I hear fay ; 
And you fhall be marry* d at the fame Time, 

Before we depart away. 

That fhall not be, the Bifhop he faid ; 

For thy Word it fhall not fland ; 
They fhall be Three times ask'd in the Church, 

As is the Law of our Land. 

Robin Hood pull'd ofT the Bifhop's Coat, 

And put it upon Little yohn: 
By the Faith of my Body, then Robin he faid, 

This Cloth doth make thee a Man. 

When Little yohn went into the Quire, 

The People began to laugh : 
He ask'd them Seven times in the Church, 

Left Three times fhould not be enough. 



Who 
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Who gives this Maid % (ays Little yohn : 

Quoth Robin Hood, that do I ; 
And he that doth take her from Allen a Dale, 

Full dearly (hall her buy. 

And thus having ended this merry Wedding, 
The Bride fhe look'd like a Queen : 

And fo they return'd to the merry Green Wood, 
Amongft the Leaves fo green. 




VIII. King 
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VIII. King John, and the Abbot of 

Canterbury. 

To the Tune of, The King and Lord Abbot 



Johh the Son of Henry II. fucceeded his Bro- 
ther Richard I. in the Year, 1 1 99. or ra- 
ther after the Death of his Brother ; ufurp'd 
the Crown 0/" England; for Arthur, Earl 
of Anjou, the Son of Geoffry, John^ el- 
der Brother, was then living. He is recor- 
ded as a very cruel and unjuft Prince. To 
the Clergy he was an inveterate Foe ; for he 
feized their Lands and Revenues, put many 
to Death> and forced the reft to fty; for 
which reafon he was excommunicated by the 
P ope, ana thewhole Kingdom inter dtfled for 
feveral Years. This Prince after a turbu- 
lent and unhappy Reign of near Eighteen 
Years and a half died with Grief of ha- 
ving in a Morafs loft his Baggage and part 
of his Army\ or as others tell us, of a 
Surfeit of new Ale and Peaches. I have 
heard Criticks objett to this Ballad, that the 
Poet had noftritl regard to the Character of 

Vol. II. D his 
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hisPerfonagcs, but had made them aft incon- 
Jijlent with tliemf elves. King John, they fay ', 
was a Prince of that Temper ', that when he 
had taken a Mitid to any Man's Eftate, (ef- 
pecially a Churchman's, for thofe he fre- 
quently feized) he would not have flood dal- 
lying Three Days with him, or have let him 
gofcol-free at laflfor the befl J eft in the 
World, or though he could have anfwered 
QuefHons like an Oracle. And indeed this 
Ballad was not written originally on King 
John, but taken from one much older \ en~ 
tituled, The Old Abbot and King Olfrey. 
Who this Olfrey was I cannot pofitively fay, 
but by the Affinity of the Name, I fuppofe 
Offa a Saxon King was, meant, if our Poet 
had any Meaning', for no body I believe will 
be credulous enough to think the Song foun- 
ded on a Faft\ and probably fomefucceeding 
Poet being at a Lofs about Olfrey, thought 
A". John theproperefl P erf on to fix the Story 
upon, as one who had made nothing of feizing 
Churchmen! s Lands. Doubtlefs there are 
many to whom a Sight of both the Ballads 
would be grateful \ I have therefore infer ted 
tliem one immediately after the other. 

I'LL tell you a Story, a Story anon, 
Of a noble Prince, and his Name was King 

To fin ; 
For he was a Prince, and a Prince of great Might, 
He held up great Wrongs, and he put down great 

Right. 
Dcrry down, down, hey derry down. 

I'll 
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I'll tell you a Story, a Story fo merry, 
Concerning the Abbot of Canterbury ; 

And of his Houfe-keeping and high Renown, 
Which made repair to fair London Town. 
Derry dowti, &c. 

How now Brother Abbot ! Tis told unto me, 

That thou keepefl a far better Houfe than I ; 
And for thy Houfe-keeping and high Renown, 
. I fear thou had Treafon againfl my Crown. 
Derry down, &c. 

I hope my Liege that you owe me no grudge, 
For fpending of my true gotten Goods. 

If thou dofl not anfwer me Queflions Three, 
Thy Head (hall be taken from thy Body. 
Derry down, &c, 

When I am fet fo high on my Steed, 
, With my Crown of Gold upon my Head ; 
Amongil all my Nobility, with Joy and much 

Mirth, 
Thou mufl tell me to one Peny, what I am 

Worth. 
Derry down, &c. 

At the next Queftion you mufl not flout ; 

How long I (hall be riding the World about : 
At the Third Queftion thou muft not (hrink ; 

But tell to me truly what I do Think. 
Derry down, &c. 

thefe are hard Queflions for my fhallow Wit, 

For I cannot anfwer your Grace as yet ; 
But if you will give me but Three Days fpace, 
I will do my. Endeavour to anfwer your Grace. 
Derry do7tm t &c. 

D 2 O Three 
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O Three Days fpace I will thee give, 
And that is the longed Day thou had to live : 

And if thou doll not anfwer thefe Queftions right, 
Thy Head (hall be taken from thy Body quite. 
Derry down, &c 

And as the Shepherd was going to the Fold, 

He fpy'd the old Abbot come riding along : 
How now Matter Abbot ! You are welcome Home : 
What News have ye brought from good King 

John* 
Derry down, &c. 

Sad News, Sad News, I have thee to give, » 

For I have but Three Days fpace for to live : 
If I do not anfwer him Queftions Three, 
My Head will be taken from my Body. 
Derry down, &c. 
> 

When he is fet fo high on his Steed, 

With his Crown of Gold upon his Head ; 
Amongfl all his Nobility, with Joy and much 

Mirth, 
I mufl tell him to one Peny what he is Worth. 
Derry down, &c. 

At the next Queflion I mufl not flout, 

How long he (hall be riding the World about : 
At the Third Queftion I mufl not (hrink, 
But tell to him truly what he does Think. 
Derry down, &c 

O Mafler, did you never hear it yet, 

That a Fool may learn a wife Man Wit : 
Lend me but your Horfe and your Apparel, 
I'll ride to fair London and anfwer the Quarrel. 
Derry down, &c. 

Now 



r 53 : 

Now I am fet fo high on my Steed, 

With my Crown of Gold upon my Head, 
Amongft all my Nobility, with Joy and much 

Mirth, 
Now tell me to one Penny what I am Worth. 
Derry down, &c 

For Thirty Pence our Saviour was fold, 

Amongft the falfe yews as you have been told ; 
And Nine and Twenty's the Worth of thee, 
For I think thou art one Penny worfe than he. 
Derry down, &c. 

At the next Queftion thou may'ft not flout, 

How long I (hall be riding the World about : 
You mull rife with the Sun, and ride with the 

fame, 
Until the next Morning he rifes again : 
Derry doivn, &c. 

And then I am fure you'll make no Doubt, 
But in Twenty four Hours you'll ride it about. 

At the Third Queftion thou mud not (hrink, 
But to tell me truly what I do think : 
Derry down, &c. 

All that I can do, and it will make your Heart 

merry; 
For you think that I'm the Abbot of Canterbury : 
But I'm his poor Shepherd, as you may fee, 
And am come to beg Pardon for he and for me. 
Derry doztm, &c. 

The King he turn'd him about and did fmile, 

Saying, Thou (halt be Abbot the other while : 
no my Grace, there is no fuch Need, 
For I can neither Write nor Read. 
Derry down, &c. 

D 3 Then 
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Then Four Pounds a Week will I give unto thee, 

For this merry true Jeft thou hall told unto me : 
And tell the old Abbot when thou comeft Home, 
Thou haft brought a Pardon from good King 

John. 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 







IX. The 
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XI. The Old Abbot, and King 

Olfrey. 



To the Tune of, Thejhaking of the Sheets. 



T N old Times pad there was a King, we read, 
I Was bountiful in each Degree, 
That gave Rewards to each Subje&'s Need, 
So orderly as it may be ; 

And kept his Princely Pallaty, 

In every Kingly Quality, 

Maintaining Hofpitality. 

Then the King was given to underfland, 

There liv'd an Abbot in thofe Days, 
That kept a Noble Houfe, and fuch a Band 
Of comely Men at all AfTays : 
That made the King to marvel much, 
The Abbot's Living mould it be fuch, 
And how he came to be fo rich. 

Then the King fent for the Abbot (Irait, 
To come to Court he might him fee, 
To number out the Men on him did wait, 
The Multitude as it might be : 
And thither went the Lord Abbot then, 
And after him Five Hundred Men, 
To guard him out and home again. 

D 4 Then 
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Then the Noble- King he did demand, 

Of his Houfe-keeping and all his Train ; 
How chance you keep fo many Men, quoth he, 
Or how come you by all your Gain 1 
Unto your Grace I'll make it known ; 
I hope my Caufe is quickly (hown, 
For I fpend no more than is my own. 

Thou art too wealthy, faid the King, 

And it is Time to cut off your Head : 
For I do fuppofe in every Thing 
How daintily you mufl be fed : 
Unlefs you can refolve to me, 
Within one Year thefe Queftions Three, 
Your Head (hall off, I'll warrant ye. 

Firfl of all, you mud declare to me, 

To the uttermofl what I am worth : 
See that you have a ready Care, quoth he, 
For to fludy, and to bring it forth. 
And Secondly, the Truth to know, 
How I about the World mud go ; 
This is the Second Riddle you know. 

The lad of all, to tell me what I Think ; 
And then you (hall your Pardon have, 
Readily fet down with Pen and Ink, 
Your Lands and Livings all to fave. 
If you your Livings mean to hold, 
With all your Gallants in their Gold; 
See thefe Riddles you readily unfold. 

And then the Abbot he fought out 

To the cunningefl Men that there might be ; 
How his Purpofe then he might bring about, 
And for to fet his Livings free : 
But yet by no good Men could he 
Thefe Riddles expound in any Degree, 
Nor yet by Univerfity. 

Then 
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Then the old Abbot he a Brother had, 

A filly Man that kept his Sheep ; 
Who mufing how his Brother came fo fad, 

And how he came in Dump fo deep : 
Saying, dear Brother tell to me, 

How chance you look fo heavily, 

That none of your Friends can remend ye ? 

Then the Lord Abbot told his Brother all 

The Queflions Three, which made him fad ; 
He (aid, dear Brother, (hall I be fo bold 
To anfwer them, and make you glad ? 
Let me put on your Abbot's Weed, 
And 111 go to Court like in your Read, 
And, fee, dear Brother, how I (hall fpeed. 

If you thefe Queftions readily can put out, 

And anfwer them to my Discharge ; 
Half of my Living that I have, no doubt, 
Shall be thy own, to live at large. 
And thither went the Shepherd then, 
And after him Five Hundred Men, 
To guard him out and home again. 

Now you be very welcome, faid the King, 

Indeed your Day is juft come forth ; 
I make no doubt but to me you bring 
To the uttermoft what I am worth. 
Yea, I'll affure your Grace, quoth he, 
Worth Nine and twenty Pence you be, 
Not a Peny more I'll warrant ye. 

For Jefus Chrifl, who was the King of Kings, 

Was fold but for one Peny more, 
When Judas fold him to the Jewifh Things, 
The Scripture bringeth forth therefore : 
Then I do truft your Grace will fay, 
You are worth no more no manner of way, 
But a Peny letter than they did pay. 

D s Then 
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Then touching how to go the World about : 

In twice Twelve Hours, as you may fee, 
The Sun doth take its fpeedy Courfe about, 
So fpeedy as it may be : 

If you about the World would go, 

In twice Twelve Hours you may do fo ; 

And this is the Second Riddle you know. 

Then lafl of all, to tell you what you Think ; 

I am fure you think that it is I 
Am the I^ord Abbot which to you did bring 
Thefe Queftions fo readily : 

No, I am but his Brother, God wot, 
In Field which after his Sheep do trot ; 
For Lands and Livings I have not 

When as the Noble King had heard, 
His Queftions he had anfwer'd fo ; 
He hearing that the Shepherd had Need, 
A Living on him did bellow : 
And his Brother likewife he did yield 
Half of the Livings which then he held ; 
Thus was he promoted from the Field. 
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X. A Song of Queen Ifabel, Wife to 
King Edward II. with the Downfall 
of the Spencers. 



Never was Prince more unfortunate in his Fa- 
vourites /&w* Edward II. Never Favourites 
more unhappy in the Love of their Prince ; 
for his Overfondnefs of 'em protfd their 
Ruin, andjhorterid their Days; whil/l on 
the other hand, they were to him a perpetual 
Source of Troubles; and at length, the Oc- 
cajion of his Lofing the Crown. Pierce Ga- 
vefton,who had been baniflid by this Princes 
Father, was before his Coronation recall *d 
by him : A nd this chiefly occafiotCd tlte Civil 
Wars between /Cing'EdwardandAis Barons \ 
by whofe Interefl Gavefton was again feve- 
ral times banifod, and at length befteaded. 
The Spencers, Father and Son, were his loft 
Favourites; and the Younger, who before his 
Death was created Earl of Glocefter, mar- 
ried Joanna de Acres, tfie King's Niece, 
and GaveftonV Widow. The Infolence of 

thefe 
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thefe Two Men was very great '; they devoured 
the Nation: Numbers of the Barons were, 
by their Contrivance y put to death, whofe E- 
flates they feted on\ and at length they pre- 
fumedto retrench the Maintenance of Queen 
Ifabel, the Daughter of Philip the Fair, 
King of France. // is not in the leqft to be 
doubted y but thatfhe was highly provoRd at 
fuch Ufage: But our Poet deviates from Hi- 
flory y in making her fly to France for Re- 
drefsifhe being fent thither by the Ring her 
Husband on the following Occajion. Charles 
the Fair, (his Queen's Brother, coming to 
the French Court,fummorCdKing Edward 
to appear, and do him Homage for his Pro- 
vince of Gafcoigne ; but he negletting to do 
it, his Territories in France were adjudged 
to be forfeited^ and fever al Places of Im- 
portance feidd by the French; Upon that, 
King Edward Jent the Queen over to medi- 
ate between him and her Brother \ and the 
King of France confented to re/lore what he 
had taken from him, upon Condition that he 
would give the Dutchy of Aquitain to Prince 
Edward, and fend him over to do Homage 
for it. Edward eafily comply'd\ and the 
Bifhop 0/* Exeter, mentioned in this Song, 
was fent over with the Prince-, butfoon re- 
turned to inform the King, thatfome Plot 
turn carrying on between the Queen and 

4 Prince, 
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Prince > for they would not admit turn into 
their Confultations. AndindeedJhatPrin- 
cefs was fully determined no longer to bear 
the infolent Ufage of the Spencers ; but not 
finding her Br other forwardin afjiflingher, 
fhe hafterid to the Earl of Hainault and 
Holland; to whofe Daughter Philippa fhe 
controlled her Son; and hefuppiyd her with 
Men and Money; infomuch that fhe landed 
atHarwich,zvilh 2 500 Men ; among/l whom 
were the Earl of Kent, the King's Brother ; 
who had accompanied her to the Court of 
France; the Earl of Pembroke, Roger 
Lord Mortimer, and John the Earl of 
Hainault\r Brother. The King hairing dtf- 
obligedthe Clergy, they almofl unanimously 
joirid the Queen> bringing great Numbers 
with them. The Citizens of London de- 
clared for her in Spite of the Mayor \ and 
took this Occafion to put the Bifhop ^Exe- 
ter to death; becaufe,fay fome Hiflorians, 
he made the Juflices Itinerant fit in Lon- 
don, who laid heavy Fines upon the Citizens : 
And they alfoput to death Sir John Wefton, 
whom the King had left Con/lable of the 
Tower. 
Mean while the Queen gather* d Strength as fhe 
went; and marching at length from Oxford 
to Briftol, fhe affaulted and won that Caflle y 
which was commanded by theElderSpencer, 

who, 
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who, without any Trial 3 was hang*dup in his 
Coat of Armour y and quartered before he 
was dead. The King endeavouring to make 
his Efcape into Ireland, was driven by conr 
trary Winds into Glamorganfhire, where 
he was taken and convey* d to Kcnelworth- 
Caftle. Mofi of thofe taken with Mm were 
executed** among (I others, the Earl of "Glo- 
cefter {the YoungerSpencer)who was hanged 
at Hereford on a Gallows $oFoot ktgh y with 
this Infcription, Quid gloriaris in Mili- 
tia ? Nor was it long before the King y in 
Prefence of Lords and Commons, chef en for 
thatPurpofeformallyrefigf^dhis Crownin 
the Year 1327, the 20th of his Reign^ and 
the ^yl of his Age ; being the Firfl King of 
England, that ever did refign in that Man- 
ner. 

PRoud were the Spencers y and of Condition ill ; 
All England, and the King likewife, 
They ruled at their Will : 
And many Lords and Nobles of the Land, 
Through their Occafions loft their Lives, 
And none did them withftand : 

• 

And at the lad they did increafe much Grief 
Between the King and Ifabel, 

His Queen and faithful Wife : 
So that her Life (he dreaded wondrous fore, 
And caft within her fecret Thoughts 

Some prefent Help therefore. 

Then 
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Then (he requeds with Count'nance grave and fage, 
That (he to Thomas Beckcfs Tomb 

Might go on Pilgrimage. 
Then being joyful to have the happy Chance ; 
Her Son and She took Ships with Speed, 

And (ailed into France: 

And Royally (he was received then 
By the King and all the red 

Of Peers and Noblemen : 
And unto him at lad (he did exprefs 
The Caufe of her Arrival there, 

Her Care and Heavinefs. 

When as her Brother her Grief did underdand, 
He gave her Leave to gather Men 

Throughout his famous Land ; 
And made a Promife to aid her evermore, 
As oft as (he (hould (land in need 

Of Gold and Silver Store : 

But when indeed (he did require the fame, 
He was as far from doing it, 

As when (he thither came ; 
And did proclaim, whild Matters were fo, 
That none on Pain of Death (hould go 

To aid the En%lijh Queen. 

This Alteration did greatly grieve the Queen, 
That down along her comely Face 

The bitter Tears were feen, 
When (he perceived her Friends forfook her fo, 
She knew not, for her Safety, 

Which way to turn or go : 

But through good Hap, at lad (he then decreed, 
To feek in fruitful Germany 
Some Succour to this Need : 

• And 
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And to Sir John Hainault then went (he, 
Who entertain'd this woful Queen 
With great Solemnity. 

And with great Sorrow to him (he then complain'd 
Of all her Griefs and Injuries, 

Which (he of late fuftain'd : 
So that with weeping (he dim'd her princely Sight ; 
The Caufe whereof did greatly grieve 

That Noble Courteous Knight ; 

Who made an Oath he would her Champion be, 
And in her Quarrel fpend his Blood, 

From Wrong to fet her free : 
And all my Friends with whom I may prevail, 
Shall help for to advance your State, 

Whofe Truth no Time (hall fail. 

And in his Promife mod faithful he was found, 
And many Lords of great Account 

Were in his Voyage bound. 
So fetting forward with a goodly Train, 
At length, through God's efpecial Grace, 

Into England they came : 

At Harwich then, when they were afhore, 
Of Englijh Lords and Barons bold, 

There came to her great Store . 
Which did rejoice the Queen's afflicled Heart, 
That Englijh Lords in fuch Sort 

Came for to take her Part 

When as King Edward thereof did underftand, 
How that the Queen with fuch a Power 

Was enter*d on his Land ; 
And how his Nobles were gone to take her Part ; 
He fled from Lotidon prefently, 

Even with a heavy Heart : 

And 
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And with the Spencers unto Bri/M did go, 
To fortify that gallant Town, 

Great Cofl he did bellow ; 
Leaving behind to govern London Town 
The flout Bifhop of Exeter, 

Whofe Pride was foon pull'd down. 

The Mayor of London, with Citizens great Store, 
The Bifhop and the Spencers both 

In Heart they did abhor ; 
Therefore they took him without Fear or Dread, 
And at the Standard in Cheapfide 

They foon fmote off his Head. 

• 

Unto the Queen this Meflage then they fent, 
The City of London was 

At her Commandement : 
Wherefore the Queen, with all her Company, 
Did flrait to BHftol march amain, 

Wherein the King did lie : 

Then fhe befieg*d the City round about, 
Threatning fharp and cruel Death, 

To thofe that were fo flout ; 
Wherefore the Townfmen, their Children, and their 
Did yield the City to the Queen Wives, 

For Safe-guard of their Lives : 

Where was took, the Story plain doth tell, 
Sir Hugh Spencer, and with him 

The Earl of Arundel. 
This Judgment jufl the Nobles did fet down, 
They fhould be drawn and hanged both, 

In Sight of Brijlol Town. 

Then was King Edward in the Caflle there, 
And Hugh Spencer flill with him, 
In Dread and deadly Fear ; 

And 



[66] 

And being prepar'd from thence to Sail away, 
The Winds were found contrary, 
They were enforced to (lay : 

But at lad Sir John Beaumont, Knight, 
Did bring his wiling Ship to Shore, 

And fo did (lay their Flight : 
And fo thefe Men were taken fpeedily, 
And brought as Prifoners to the Queen, 

Which did in Briflol lie. 

The Queen, by Counfel of the Lords and Barons 
To Barkley fent the King, bold, 

There to be kept in hold : 
And young Hugh Spencer, that did much 111 procure, 
Was to the Marflial of the Hod 

Sent unto keeping fure. 

And then the Queen to Hereford took her way, 
With all her warlike Company, 

Which late in Briflol lay : 
And here behold how Spencer was 
From Town to Town, even as the Queen m 

To Hereford did pafs ; 

Upon a Jade, which they by chance had found, 
Young Spencer mounted was, 

With Legs and Hands fail bound : 
A Writing-Paper along as he did go, 
Upon his Head he had to wear, 

Which did his Treafon (how : 

And to deride this Traytor lewd and ill, 
Certain Men with Reeden-Pipes 

Did blow before him (lill. 
Thus was he led along in every Place, 
While many People did rejoice 

To fee his (Irange Difgrace. 

When 
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When unto Hereford our Noble Queen was come, 
She did aflfemble all the Lords 

And Knights, both all and fome ; 
And in their Prefence young Spencer Judgment had, 
To be both hang'd and quartered, 

His Treafons were fo bad. 

Then was the King depofed of his Crown ; 
From Rule, and princely Dignity, 

The Lords did cafl him down : 
And in his Life, his Son both wife and fage, 
Was crowned King of fair England, 

At Fifteen Years of Age. 
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XI. Of King Edward III. and the Fair 
Countefs of Salisbury, fetting forth 
her Conftancy and Endlefs Glory. 

Our Englifh Hiftorians are as much divided 
about the following Sub/efl as any>I believe, 
they ever treated; fome taking it for granted* 
that there was an amorous Commerce be- 
tween the King and this Lady ; and that to 
the Honour of her Garter > which fhe acci- 
dentally dropfdy the Noble Order of the 
Garter was injlituted : A Notion altoge- 
ther ridiculous y andfirfl advandd by Poly- 
dore Virgil, an Italian by Birth* and 
Archdeacon ofVJdlsinKing Henry VI I Ys 
Time. A nd even this Writer ozvns, that he 
has no better Authority for this Story than 
common Tradition. Froiflard, who is one 
of thofe who tells us> that KittgYLcnrywas 
in Love with the Counte/s 3 takes no Notice 
of tlie Garter ; and probably in his Time % 
which was under the Reign of Henry IV. 
nofuch Notion had been broach' d. To clear 
this Noble Order from this ridiculous Ori- 
ginal, would take up more Room than the 

Na- 
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Natureofanlntrodu£lionwillallow;lfhall 
ther ef or erefer my Readers to Afhmole'j In- 
JHtutionof the Garter; #«*/ Barnes 9 s Hiflory 
ofl&nglLdward III. wkilft I proceed direttly 
to the Story before me. TJiofe Writers who 
talk of the beauteous Lady J banPlantagenet, 
Countefs of Salifbury, are grofly mi/laken ; 
forfhe was at that Time but a Child^and not 
controlled to William Earl of Salifbury, 
( Son totheEar I 'of Salifbury now in Que/Hon) 
tillfome Years after > and never married to 
him>upon Account of aPrce- Contrattwiththe 
LordThomas Holland, who claimed her for 
his Wife. The Lady Katherine Grandifon 
was at this Time Countefs ^/"Salifbury, and 
lived full Twelve Years after; for the Ad- 
venture our Poet is treating of mufl have 
happened in the Year 1 342, the 1 *]thofKing 
Edwards Reign, and the 30th of his Age ; 
the Earl of Salifbury being at that Time Pri- 
foner in France, and the Countefs rejiding 
at Werk-Caftle, which is fituatcd on the 
Frontiers of Scotland, at the very utmofl 
Limits of Northumberland, on this Side 
t/ie Tweed, about Nine Miles from Nor- 
ham-Caftle, and Eighteen from Berwick ; 
and this Caflle, with the Mannor belong- 
ing to it, had been given by the King to 
the Earl of Salifbury, upon Condition, that 
hefhould repair and fortify it, and defend 

it 
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it from theScots,whofe fncur/ions werevery 
frequent 
David, King of Scotland, a Confederate of 
the French King's, endeavouring to divert 
the War, which the Englifh at that Time 
were carrying on in thevery Heart of France* 
under the Prince of Wales, commonly cal- 
led the Black Prince, with an Army en- 
tered the Northern Confines of England, 
ravaged and plundered the Country, befieg > d 
Newcaftle, but in vain ; and in Revenge 
marchUd to Durham, which he took, put 
every Sou I in it to the Sword, and then burnt 
the City to the Ground. The News being 
brought to King Edward, hefummotCd his 
Knights to meet him at York, and haflend 
thither. Mean while the Scots having got 
as much Booty as they could carry away, re- 
turri d homewards ; and one Night lay near 
Werk-Caftle, which was commanded in the 
Earl's A bfence by his Br other, Sir Edward 
Montague; And in it at that Time refided 
the Countefs y with Jier Two Sons and Four 
Daughters, of whom one was already about 
Thirteen Years old. 6VVEdward finding the 
Scots did not defign to attack him, refold d 
to be upon the Offenftve ; and to that End, 
wMlfl they weremarching off thenext Morn- 
ing, Jiefolloufd *em with Forty Spearmen, 
but kept at fome Diflance, and tinder Co- 
ver, till even the greatefl Part of the Rear 

was 
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was enter' d into a Wood,throughwhich they 
mufl pafs ; and then falling upon the hind- 
mofi, he took Six/core Horfes laden with 
Booty \ and drove y em back towards the Ca- 
flle. Sir William Douglas,ze/^i commanded 
the Rear, had already pafid the Forefl, but 
hadfoon Notice of what had been done, and 
of the terrible SlaughterMontague hadmade 
among jl his Men; upon which, dif patching 
MeffengerstotheKing andPrince,who were 
before, with the Van and Main Body he fal- 
lout d the Enemy to the Cqftle, but could not 
overtake them : and they all enter* dfafely. 
Douglas immediately began the Attack, and 
the Befieged bravely defended themf elves till 
King David came up with the whole Army, 
who caufed the Affault to ceafe for that 
Time, to give his Soldiers Breath,but made 
'emencamproundtheCaftle. The next Day 
the Affault was reneufd by the whole Army, 
but without Succefs ; for they were beat back 
and fore 9 d to retire, having lofl a con/idera- 
ble Number of Men. 
Sir Edward Montague, finding that theCaflle 
could not holdout long, offer* da very large 
Reward to any one, who would undertake to 
get through tlie Camp, and ride to York, 
to acquaint the King with what liad hap- 
perid ; but no one daring to undertake it, he 
fet about it himfelf The excefjive Rain 

which 
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which fell that Night very much befriended 
him \far theCentinels all keepingunder Shel- 
ter >hepafs J dthewholeCamp unobfenfd,and 
giving KinglL&waxd Notice of the Siege, he 
march'd cUrettly to the Relief of the Cqflle. 
The Rain which had) alien hinder' d 'theScots 
fromrenewingtheAffaultthenextMorning; 
and being at the fame Time inform! d, thai 
Montague was gone to the King, t/iey thought 
fit to leave the Place and retire. King Ed- 
wa,rdarrivingthere,wasfutnptuou/ly received; 
lay in the Caflle that Night, and the next 
Morningpurfued theScots. Thereisnogreat 
Probability o) an Amor ousCommerce between 
himandtheCountefs,whom* tiscertainhehad 
notfeen of Fourteen Years before. They lay 
indeed thai Night under the fame Roof r ; but 
her flu/band's Brother was there, whofe Du- 
ty > as Governor of the Caftle, obliged him 
to attend the King that one Night. Surely 
had our Monarch been in Love, he would 
have thought it worth his while to have con- 
tinned longer in the Caflle, or to have taken 
the Place in his Return : Nor wottld he, if 
hehadanyDefign upon the Wife, have been 
fo veryfollicitousinprocuringtheHufbancTs 
Liberty, which he did about this Time. 
The Countefs too was already a grave Ma- 
tron, the Mot/ier of Six Children, and 
much older than him. To thefe Objections 

add 
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add 'Edward 1 sperfonal Virtues y which never 
would havejuffer^dhimtoentertaina Thought 
of defiling the Bed of one of his brave/1 Ge- 
nerals, at a Time when he lay in Captivity, 
and his Lifewas exposed to a Thoufand Dan- 
gers for his Sake. 

WHen as Edward the Third did live, 
That Valiant King, 
David of Scotland to rebel 

Did then begin: 
The Town of Berwick fuddenly 

From us he won, 
And burnt Newcaflle to the Ground ; 

Thus ftrife began : 
To Roxbury Cattle march'd he then, 
And by the Force of warlike Men, * 

Befieg'd therein a gallant fair Lady, 
While that her Husband was in France, 
His Country's Honour to advance, 

The Noble and Famous Earl of Salisbury. 

• 

Brave Sir William Montague 

Rode then in hade ; 
Who declared unto the King, 

The Scottijk Men's Boafl: 
Who like a lion in his Rage, 

Did (Iraitway prepare 
For to deliver that fair Lady 

From woful Care : 
But when the Scottijh Men did hear fay. 
Edward our King was come that Day, 

They rais'd their Siege, and ran away with Fear. 
So when that he did thither come, 
With warlike Trumpet, Fife and Drum, 

None but a gallant Lady met he there. 

VOL. II. E Whom 
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Whom when he did with greedy Eyes 

Behold and fee, 
Her peerlefs Beauty did enthrall 

His Majefty : 
And ever the longer that he look'd, 

The more he might ; 
For in her only Beauty was 

His Heart's Delight 
And humbly then upon her Knee 
She thank' d his Royal Majefty, 

That he had driven Danger from her Gate. 
Lady, quoth he, (land up in Peace, 
Altho' my War doth now increafe. 

Lord keep (quoth (he) all Hurt from your State. 

Now is the King full fad in Soul, 

And wots not why ; 
And for the Love of the fair Countefs 

Of Salisbury. 
She little knowing his Caufe of Grief, 

Did come to fee 
Wherefore his Highnefs fate alone 

So heavily : 
I have been wrong*d, fair Dame, quoth he, 
Since I came hither unto thee. 

No, God forbid, my Sovereign, faid (he ; 
If I were worthy for to know x 

The Caufe and Ground of this your Woe, 

Yon mould be help'd, if it did lie in me. 

Swear to perform thy Word to me, 

Thou Lady gay ; 
To thee the Sorrows of my Heart 

I will betray. 
I fwear by all the Saints in Heaven. 

I will, quoth fhe ; 
And let my Lord have no Miftruft 

At all in me. 
Then take thy felf afide, he faid ; 
For why, thy Beauty hath betra/d ; Wound- 
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Wounding a King with thy bright fhining Eye : 
If thou do then fome Mercy fhow, 
Thou (halt expel a Princely Woe ; 

So (hall I live \ or elfe in Sorrow die. 

You have your Wifh, my Sovereign Lord, 

Effettually ; 
Take all the Leave that I can give 

Your Majefly. 
But on thy Beauty all my Joys 

Have their Abode. 
Take thou my Beauty from my Face, 

My gracious Lord. 
Did'ft thou not (wear to grant my Will ? 
That I may, I will fulfil. 

All then for my Love, let my true Love be feen. 
My Lord, your Speech I might reprove ; 
You cannot give to me your Love, 

For that belongs unto your Queen. 

But I fuppofe your Grace did this 

Only to try, 
Whether a wanton Tale might tempt 

Dame Salisbury. 
Not from your felf therefore, my Liege, 

My Steps do (Iray ; 
But from your wanton tempting Tale 

I go my way. 
O turn again, my Lady bright ! 
Come unto me, my Heart's Delight ! 

Gone is the Comfort of my penfive Heart : 
Here comes the Earl of Warwitk^ he 
The Father of this fair Lady ; 

My Mind to him I mean for to impart 

Why is my Lord and Sovereign King 

So griev*d in Mind ? 
Becaufe that I have loft the Thing 

I cannot find. 

E 2 What 
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What Thing is that, my gracious Lord, 

Which you have loft ? 
It is my Heart, which is near dead 

Betwixt Fire and Froft. 
Curs'd be that Fire and Froft too, 
That caufed this your Highnefs woe. 

Warwick 1 thou doft wrong me very fore ; 
It is thy Daughter, Noble Earl, 

That Heaven-bright Lamp ! that peerlefs Pearl ! 
Which kills my Heart ; yet do I her adore ! 

If that be all (my gracious King) 

That works your Grief; 
I will perfuade the fcornful Dame 

To yield Relief : 
Never (hall (he my Daughter be, 

If (he refufe. 
The Love and Favour of a King, 

May her excufe. 
Thus wife Warwick went away, 
And quite contrary he did day, 

When as he did the beauteous Countefs meet ; 
Well met, my Daughter, (then quoth he) 
A Meflage I muft do to thee ; 

Our Royal King mod kindly doth thee greet 

The Kling will die, lefs thou to him 

Do grant thy Love. 
To love the King, my Husbands Love 

1 muft remove. 

It is right Charity to love, 

My Daughter dear ; 
But no true Love charitable 

For to appear. 
His Greatnefs may bear out the Shame, 
But his Kingdom cannot buy out the Blame : 

He craves thy Love, that may bereave thy Life. 
It is my Duty to move this, 
But not thy Honefty to yield, I wis. 

/ mean to die a true unf potted Wife. Now 
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Now haft thou fpoken, my Daughter dear, 

As I would have : 
Chaftity bears a golden Name 

Unto the Grave : 
And when to thy wedded Lord 

Thou proved untrue, 
Then let my bitter Curfes ftill 

Thy Soul purfue : 
Then with a fmiling Chear go thou, 
As Right and Reafon doth allow : 

Yet (hew the King thou bear'ft no Strumpet's 
I go, dear Father, in a Trice ; Mind, 

And by a Slight of fine Device, 

I'll caufe the King to confefs I'm not unkind. 

Here comes the Lady of my Life, 

The King did fay. 
My Father bids me, Sovereign Lord, 

Your Will obey ; 
And I confent, if you will grant 

One Boon to me ? 
I grant it thee, my Lady fair, 

Whate're it be. 
My Husband is alive, you know, 
Firfl let me kill him e're I go ; 

And at your Command I will ever be. 
Thy Husband now in France doth reft. 
No, no, he lies within my Breaft; 

And being fo nigh, he will my Fahhood fee. 

With that (he darted from the King, 

And took her Knife, 
And defperately (he thought to rid 

Her felf of Life. 
The King he darted from his Chair, 

Her Hand to day. 
O Noble King, you have broke your Word 

With me this Day. 

E 3 Thou 
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Thou (halt not do this Deed, quoth he. 
Then never will I lie with thee. 

No ; then live Hill, and let me bear the Blame 
Live in Honour and high Eflate, 
With thy true LQrd, and wedded Mate ; 

I never will attempt this Suit again. 




XII. The 
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XII. The Battel of Agineourt, between 
the French and Englifh. 



To the Tune of, Flying Fame. 



Never was Peoplemore happily dif appointed in 
a Prince^ than the Englifh in King Hen- 
ry the Vth ; for though whil/l veryyoung,he 
had given Proofs of a warlike Temper y and 
generous Difpojition\ efpecially whenfent 
againjl the Welfh, wlwm hefubdued: Yet 
at his Return to Court, falling into illCom- 
pany f all his good Qualities feerrid entirely 
vaniffCd\ and it was thought the Prince had 
wholly given himfelfup to Vice and Effemi- 
nacy. Notwithftanding this> at his Fathers 
Death, the States of the Kingdom came very 
readily topay him Homage\ butherefufedtt, 
telling y em, he would not receive it till after 
his Coronation ; being determirid to oblige 
himfelf to be a good King, before they ob- 
liged themfelvesto be loyal Subj efts \ and to 
convince 'em he was in Earnefl, his quon- 
dam Companions were banifKd Ten Miles 
7 E 4 from 
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from Court, upon Pain of Death ; but left Ne- 
cefjity fhould make 'em continue in their evil 
Courfes y he allow } d every one of 9 em a hand- 
fome Maintenance ; andpromifedthatasfoon 
as they could Jhew unfeigned Tokens of their 
A mendrnent, they Jhould again be receivedin- 
to Favour, andpref en? d. AndthisMonarch 
lit/dafterwardsanExampleofJuftue 9 Piety 9 
Valour jindevery Royal Virtue. Severalwhol- 
fome Lawsweremadein IheBeginningof his 
Reign. Andit appearing that theLandswJuch 
had been left to theChurch,had not been em- 
ploy *d according to the Defign of the Foun- 
der s\ but that all fuch Legacies hadbeenper- 
verted and abufed\ a Bill was brought into 
theHoufe of Commons > in/lead of other Sub- 
fidieS) to enable Hie King to takePoffefJion of 
alltheTempqralRevenuesoftheChurch. This 
prodigioufly alarm' dtlte Clergy, who deter- 
min'dto leave twthing untr^ d to prevent the 
pafjing of this Bill\ and to divert the threat- 
ning Storm, another mufi be raifed: The 
King's warlike Temper was now very well 
known; and tins they thought the proper e/l 
String to play upon. Chichely, A rchbifhop 
of Canterbury, a Man of uncommon Elo- 
quence, undertook the Tqfk\ and when the 
Bill Jhould have been brought in> began afio- 
rid Speech to encourage the King to affert his 
Right to the Crown of France, which his 

Fa- 




Fatherwouldhavedone/uidfiothisperpetual 
dome/tick Troubles prevented him. Herepre- 
f en ted, that t lie Salic Law>byw/Ucht '^French 
excluded him, had often beenfet ajide> in Fa- 
vour of their own Natives \ naming fome 
Kings of France, who were Defcendants in 
the Female Line. He further urged y That the 
Law was by no means bindingin France; the ' 
Terra Salica being fituate in Germany; but 
fuppofing that Pharamond had defigned it 
fhouldcomprehetid all his and his Succeffors 
Dominions ^yet were not the Laws of Men to 
beregarded 9 when theyweredireftlyrepugnant 
to the Laws of God y and the Practice of his 
People, whofe Daughter sinherited when tliey 
left no Sons. That his TitletotheCrown of 
France wasundotibted,defcendingtohimfrom 
his Great Grandfather King Edward III. 
whofe mother §>ueen Ifabel, after tlie Death 
of her Three Brothers Lewis Hutyn, Phi- 
lip the Long, and Charles the Fair, ought 
to Iiave afcended the Throtie, and her Pofle- 
rity after her Death. 
This unexpettedSpeechproducedtfie defir>dEf- 
fe£l\ it fired the King and all his Nobles: 
A War was immediately refolifdupon y and 
the Bill in Que/Hon forgot. And as if all 
Things had concurred to favottr King Hen- 
ry, the Dukes of Burgundy and Orleans, 
who had their different Cabals, and thought 

E 5 them- 
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them/elves opprefed by Charles VI. then 
Kirig of France, fent fever al over to defire 
the A ffftanceof our Monarch. But. he think- 
ing himfelf obliged tofhew Caufe before he 
proclaimed War,fentan Embaffy ^compofed 
of the Duke of Exeter, the Archbifhbp of 
Dublin, the Lord Gray, Lord High Admi- 
ral, and the Bijhop of Norwich, attended 
by 500 Horfe, to require Charles peaceably 
tofurrender the Crown of France to its un- 
doubted Heir KingYbenxy\ which if he did, 
that Prince would marry his Daughter Ka- 
therine,and endow her with all the Dutchies 
appertaining to that Crown. The Embaffy 
was atfirfl magnificently received by King 
Charles ; but when they had declared their 
Bufinefsy they were dif miffed without much 
Ceremony. But the Dauphin, to reflect on 
the former Conduttof King Htnry,Jenthim 
an Embaffy to tell him, That their Kingdom 
wasnottobe won with a Dance; but in Lieu 
of his Pretenfions he had fent him a Tun of 
Treafure ; which when opetid, proved to be 
a Tun of Tennis Balls. This very much in- 
cenf dour Noble Prince; and he told the Am- 
baffadors, that in Return he would fend fuch 
Balls into Yrzxiz^asfhouldmake the proud- 
efl Heart to quake: Or as Shakefpear ex- 
preffes it in the Language of his Time; 

When 
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When we have match'd our Rackets to thefe Balls, 
We will in France (by God's Grace) play a Set, 
Shall flrike his Father's Crown into the Hazard. 

AndanArmy being fpeedilyraifedjhey were 
order f dtorendezvouzat Southampton, where 
King Henry met them, and where he difco- 
verdablackConfpircuy again/this Life; for 
the French had bribed tfie Earl of Cam- 
bridge, the Lord Scroop, Lord High- Trea- 
surer, and Sir Thomas Grey, to murder 
him; but being detetted, they fuffefd 
Death ; and the Kingfet Sail the nth of 
Auguft, 1415, with 6000 Spearmen, and 
2^oaoFoot,befidesGunners,EngineersyAr- 
Hficers and Labourer s\ and on the i$th of 
Auguft he landed at Caux in Normandy, 
and march' d direftly to Harfleur, before 
which ke laid Siege thei *]th, leaving the Care 
of it to his Brother Humphry, Duke of 
Glocefter. This Place held out till the 2 2d 
of September, at which Timeitfurrendefd 
upon very difadvantageous Terms > but they 
mere made much better thrd the Lenity of the 
King. 
But now theEnglifh Army found themf elves in 
a miferable Condition ; the Men dying very 
f aft of the Bloody-Flux ; upon which King 
Henry refolifdto march <Ure£llyfor Calais, 
that his Men might winter there ; but the 

French 
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French brokedown the Bridges in their way, 
feized theflrongPaffes, ravaged the Country 
where they might hope for Food>and made it 
the mojltirefome March thatever Army had. 
At length tJiey arrivedat Agincourt the 22d 
of OSkober, harafsd to Death, fickly> and 
more than half flared: And here the French 
Army waited to give' 'em Battel; who be/ides 
theAdvantageofbdngfrefhtnperfettHealth, 
attd well fed, were,asfomefay> Six times, or 
as others maintain, Ten times fuperior in 
Number; andtherewasnoPoffibilitynowof 
evading a Battel. The King feeing his Dif- 
advantage, did all he could to encourage his 
Men ; and knowing that the chief of the Ene- 
my's Strength wasin their Horfe,he ordefSd 
eachMantoprovideaStakeztdthafharpIron 
at each end\ one of which they were to fix 
in the Ground jufl before *em, to keep off the 
Enemy's Horfe. On the 25 th ofO&ober, 
about Ten in the Morning >the Armies enga- 
ged : The Vanguard of the Englifh was 
commanded by the Duke oj "York, the King's 
Uncle,theMain Body by the King, and the 
Rear by the Duke of Exeter. The French 
Cavalry advancing,the Englifh Archers let 
fly their Arrows, which very much galCd 
'em 9 andput'emintofome Confufion\ fo that 
advancing Jlill, without any great Order ; 
they were mofi of em flaked. The Dukes of 

Alan- 
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Alanzon and Brabant, with a Party, broke 
in upon the Engliih Army, but were oppofd 
by KingHtnry himfelj r , wkojlew the former 
and two of his Servants with his own Hand, 
and theotkermet his Fate among/i the Crowd. 
The Number of French taken Prif oners in 
the Engagement wasfuperior to the Engliih 
Army ; andforthisReafonju/tastheYrendi 
began to retreat, a new Alarm being given, 
andfomefre/h Troops appearing, KingHen- 
ry gave Orders,thatall the commonPrif on- 
er sjhould be flain : anA£Honwhich,though 
reckon } d cruel by their Writers, was abfolutely 
neceffary. In this Engagement, which la/led 
but Three Hours, the Engliih loft the Duke 
of York* the Earl of Suffolk, and an in- 
confiderable Number of private Men, info- 
much that the French Hiflorians th^mf elves 
donotmentionaboveThreeorFourHuftdred: 
Of the French, ioooo wereflain; amongft 
whom were the two above-mentiortd Dukes, 
the Lord Albret, High-Conflable of France, 
the Duke ^/"Barr, Eleven Counts, Eighteen 
great Lords, the Marefchal, the Admiral, 
and the Mafler of the Horfe. 1 500 were 
made Prif oners; and amongft thefe were the 
Dukes of Orleans and Bourbon, the Earls 
of Ew and Richmond, the Count de Ven- 
dofme, Son to the late Duke of Bretagne 
by the Queen Dowager of England, with a 
great many more Perfons of Quality. 

A Coun- 
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A Council grave our King did hold, 
J~\ With many a Lord and Knight ; 
That they might truly underiland, 

That Frana did hold his Right. 

Unto the King of France therefore 

. Ambauadors were fent, 
That he might fully underiland 
His Mind and his Intent : 

Defining him in friendly wife, 

His lawful Right to yield ; 
Or elf$ he vow'd, by Dint of Sword 

To win the fame in Field. 

The King of France with all his Lords, 

Which heard his Meflage plain, 
Unto our brave Ambauadors' 

Did anfwer in Difdain : 

And feign'd our King was yet too young, 

And of too tender Age ; 
Therefore we weigh not of his War, 

Nor fear we his Courage. 

His Knowledge is in Feats of Arms 

As yet but very fmall : 
riis tender Joints much fitter were 

To tofs a Tennis Ball. 

A Tun of Tennis Balls therefore, 

In Pride and great Difdain, 
He fent unto our Noble King, 

To recompence his Pain. 

Which Anfwer when our King did hear, 

He waxed wroth in Heart ; 
And faid, he would fuch Bails provide, 

Should make all France \o fmart 

An 
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An Army then our King did raife, 
Which was both good and ftrong ; 

And from Southampton is our King 
With all his Navy gone. 

In France he landed fafe and found, 

With all his warlike Train ; 
And to the Town of Harfleur flrait 

He marched up a-main. 

But when he had befieg'd the lame, 

Againfl their fenced Walls, 
To batter down their flately Towers, 

He fent his Engiijh Balls. 

This done, our Noble Engiijh King ; 

March'd up and down the Land ; 
And not a Frenchman for his Life 

Durfl once his Force withfland. 

Until he came to Agincourf; 

Where as it was his Chance 
To find the King in Readinefs 

With all his Power of France. 

A mighty Hofl he had prepar d 

Of armed Soldiers then ; 
Which were no lefe by jud Account, 

Than Forty Thoufand Men. 

Which Sight did much amaze our King ; 

For he and all his Hod 
Not palling Fifteen Thoufand had, 

Accounted at the molt 

The King <A France which well did know 

The Number of our >f en, 
In vaunting Pride unto our Prince 

Did fend a Herald then ; 

To 
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To underftand what he would give 

For Ranfom of his Life, 
When he in Field mould taken be 

Amidfl their bloody Strife. 

And then our King with chearful Heart 

This Anfwer foon did make : 
And faid, Before this comes to pafs, 

Some of their Hearts (hall quake. 

And to their proud prefumptuous Prince 

Declare this Thing, quoth he, 
Mine own Heart's Hood (hall pay the Price : 

None elfe he gets of me. 

With that befpoke the Duke of York ; 

Noble King, quoth he, 
The Leading of this Battel brave 

Vouchfafe to give to me. 

God a Mercy, Coufin York, quoth he, 

1 grant thee thy Requeft ; 
Then march thou on couragioufly, 

And I will lead the reft. 

Then came the bragging Frenchmai down 
With greater Force and Might ; 

With whom our Noble King began 
A hard and cruel Fight 

The Archers they difcharg'd their Shafts, 

As thick as Hail from Sky; 
That many a Frenchman in the Field 

That happy Day did die. 

Ten Thoufand Men that Day were (lain 

Of Enemies in the Field ; 
And as many Prifoners 

That Day were forc'd to yield. 

Thus 
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Thus had our King a happy Day, 

And Victory over France \ 
And brought them quickly under Foot, 

That late in Pride did prance. 

The Lord preferve our Noble King, 

And grant to him likewife 
The upper Hand and Victory 

Of all his Enemies. 
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XIII. The Lamentable Fall of the 
Dutchefs of Gloce/lery Wife to good 
Duke Humphreys with the Man- 
ner of her doing Penance in Lon- 
don Streets, and of her Exile in 
the Ifle of Man, where fhe ended 
her Days. 

TheHeroineof the following Song {by the Fa- 
ther's Side of the Houfe of Cobham) was 
Jaqueline of Bavaria, the Heir of Hol- 
land, Zeland, Hainault, and many other 
Provinces in the Netherlands. Shewosfirjl 
married to the Duke of Brabant ; but en- 
tirely difliking him, fhe came over to Eng- 
land, and married Humphry Duke ofGXv- 
cefter, whilft the Suit of Divorce between 
her and the Duke of Brabant was fHll de- 
pending. 

King Henry V. dying when his Son was about 
Eight Months old, left him under the Care 
of his Brothers. The Duke ^/"Bedford be- 
ing appointed Regent of France, and Duke 

Hum. 
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Humphry Protestor of England. The Lord 
Cobham's Family were all of the Sett of the 
Lollards, and zealous Affer tors of WicklifFs 
Dottrines;forwhichJheperfecutingClergyof 
thofe Days held them in deadly Hatred^ but no 
one more than Cardinal Beaufort, Bifhop of 
Winchefter, the ProtettoSs Uncle, and his 
deadly Foe 9 becaufe he would notfuffer the Re- 
gal A uthoritytobeinfring'dbythePapalPow- 
er. And one of thtfirfl Eff efts of the proud 
Cardinal *s Revenge was felt by the Dutchefs> 
whom he underhand procured to be accufed of 
Witchcraft ; and a Convocation of Clergy > 
itrithArchbi/hopChichclyattheHeadof'em, 
a Jf em bled at Paul's to try her ; and they for- 
mally inditted her for Witchcraft and High- 
Trecfon 9 withherprete9tdedAccompliceSyT\io~ 
mas Southwell Canon of St. Stephen's in 
Winchefter, John Hume Chaplain to the 
Dut chefs, Roger Only, alias Bolingbroke 
a Priefl) Margery Goodmzn,commonly caWd 
the Witch of Ely. " For that fhe the faid 
H Eleanor, Lady Cobham, Dutchefs of 
" Glocefter, to bring her Husband to the 
Crown> had procured and contrived with 
the faid Perfons, to make an Image of 
" Wax, like unto the King ; which Image 
they dealt fo with, by their devilifh Incan- 
tation and Sorceries, that as the Image 
confumd by little and little, the King's 
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Per/on Jhould fo daily decay, till fie was 
brought to his End? The two lajl of the Ac- 
cufedbdngqtuJHoiidfiWfCdShattheDutchefs 
had come to y em to be told her Fortune. How- 
ever, they were condemned, and fuffer* d death, 
prote/Hng their Innocency to the loft. The 
Dutchefs,in Conjideration of her Quality, had 
her Life given her, but did Penance by walk- 
ing Hoodlefs thrd Fleetftreet, with a lighted 
Wax- Taper of Two Pound Weight in her 
Hand; which /he offend at the High A liar 
of St. PaulV; and was thenfent Prifonerfor 
Life, as mofl agree, to Cheftcr Caflle. And 
this happeri din 1441. 
In the Year 1 444, the Match was concluded be- 
tween King Henry and the great Titular 
Princefs, of whom I have already made men- 
tion in the 1 y^th Page ofmyFirfl Volume. 
And Duke Humphry oppojing this Match, 
made himfelf a great many more powerful 
Enemies among fi the Creatures of the Queen, 
who was her f elf a haughty ambitious Wo- 
n%an. And this good Man's Death was re- 
folifd upon ; the Queen thinking it impru- 
dent to let him live, being alfo encouraged by 
Cardinal Beaufort : But no Means of com- 
pafjing ttieir Ends could be found out till the 
Year 1447, when, a Parliament was fum- 
morid at Bury the 2$d of February: And 
as it was pretended, that Affairs of Impor- 
tance were to be laid before them, the Duke 

of 
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<j/*Glocefter was by his Enemies invited to lay 
all Rancour a/tde, and to meet the reft of the 
Nobles ', to confult with 'em about the Welfare 
of the Kingdom. The good Man readily came, 
and thefecond Day after the Sitting of the 
Houfe, was arreftedfor High-Treafon ; his 
32 Servants fent to different Prifons ; and he 
himf elf found dead in his Bed the next Morn- 
ing % but by what kind of Violence was never 
well known. But the Authors and Contri- 
vers of tfie Murder foon repented. The Car- 
dinal died within a Month ; the Duke ^Suf- 
folk, the QueetCs Favourite ', would have fled, 
but was taken by fome of the late Duke's 
Friends, and executed : A nd King Henry, by 
the fame Means, loft his Crown; for if Glo- 
cefter had UifdJhePretenfionsof 'Edward IV. 
had never been good. A nd this Murder was 
the Caufe of all thofe Woes, which the ambi- 
tious Queen f tiff e/d in her Exile. 

iOnce a Dutchefs was of great Renown, 
My Husband near all/d to England's Crown : 
e good Duke Humphry 'titled was his Name, 
Till Fortune frown'd upon his glorious Fame. 

Henry the Fifth, that King of gallant Race, 
Of whom my Husband claim'd a Brother's Place ; 
And was Protector made of his young Son, 
When Princely Henrys Thread of Life was fpun. 

Henry the Sixth, a Child of Nine Months old, 
Then rul'd this Land with all our Barons bold ; 

And 
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And in brave Paris crown'd was King of France, 
Fair England with more Honour to advance. 

Then fway'd Duke Humphry like a glorious King, 
And was Protedlor over every Thing : 
Even as he would pleafe to his Heart's Defire, 
But Envy foon extinguifli'd all his Fire. 

In Height of all his Pompal Majelly, 
From Codhanfs Houfe with Speed he many'd me ; 
Fair EUinor % the Pride of Ladies all, 
In Court and City People did me call. 

Then flaunted I in Greenwich (lately , Towers, 
My Winter's Manfions, and my Summer's Bowers; 
Which gallant Houfe e're fince thofe Days hath been 
The Palace brave of many a King and Queen. 

The Silver Thames that fweetly pleas'd mine Eye, 
Procur'd me golden Thoughts of Majelly ; 
The kind Content and Murmurs of the Water, 
Made me forget the Woes that would come after. 

No gallant Dame, nor Lady in this Land, 
But much defired in my Love to (land : 
My golden Pride increafed Day by Day, 
As though fuch Pleafures never would decay. 

On Gold and Silver Looms my Garments fair 
Were woven dill by Women flrange and rare ; 
Embroidered varioufly with Median Silk \ 
More white than Thiftle-down, or Morning's Milk. 

My Coaches and my (lately pamper'd Steeds, 
Well furnifh'd in their gold betrapped Weeds ; 
With gentle Glidings in the Summer Nights, 
Still yielded me the Evening's fweet Deiights. 

4 
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An Hundred Gentlemen in Purple Chains, 
As many Virgin Maids were flill in Trains. 
The Queen of Egypt with her Pomp and Glory, 
For Treafure could not equal this my Story. 

But yet at laft my golden Sun declin'd, 
And England* Court at thefe my Joys repin'd ; 
For foon my Husband in his honoured Place, 
Amongft the Barons reaped fome difgrace : 

Which Grudge being grown, and fpringing up 

to Height, 
Unto his Charge they laid fome Crime of Weight ; 
And then in Pnfon cafl good Royal Duke, 
Without Mifdeed he fuffer'd vile Rebuke. 



They took from him their great Proteiflor's Name, 
Thro* Caufes which thofe Peers did falfly frame ; 
And after overcome with Malice deep, 
My Noble Lord they murther'd in his Sleep. 

The young King having thus his Uncle loft, 
Was Day by Day with Troubles vex'd and crofs'd : 
And Treafons in the Land were daily bred, 
That from the fadlious Houfe of York took Head. 



Of Kingly Lancafter my Husband's Line ; 
Whofe Death not only prov*d his Fall, but mine : 
For being dead, his Livings and his Lands 
They feized all into King Henry's Hands : 

4 

And after turn'd me friendlefs out of Door, 
To fpend my Days like to a Woman poor : 
Discharging me from all my Pompal Train ; 
But Eleanor would a Lady dill remain. 

The 
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The Noble Spirit of a Woman's Will, 
Within my Bread did burn in Fury (liil ; 
And raging fo in my revengeful Mind, 
Till I the Murtherers of my Lord did find. 

But knowing them to be of Power and Might, 
Of whom no Juftice could by Law take Right ; 
And yet to nourifli up my Thoughts in Evil, 
I crav'd the Help of Hell and of the DeviL 

To pradlife Witchcraft then was my Intent, 
And therefore for the Witch of Ely fent ; 
And for old Bultingbroke of Lancq/hire, 
Of whom for Charms the Land flood much in fear. 

We flept by Day, and walk'd at Midnight Hours ; 
The Time that Spells have Force, and greateft 

Powte : 
The Twilights and the Dawning of the Morns, 
When Elves and Fairies take their gliding Forms. 

Red flreaming Blood fell down my azur'd Veins, 
To make Characters in round circled Strains ; 
With dead Mens Skulls by Brimflone burned quite, 
To raife the dreadful Shadows of the Night 

All this by black enchanting Arts to fpill 
Their hated Blood, that did Duke Humphry kill. 
My Royal Lord, untimely ta'en from me, 
Yet no Revengement for him could I fee. 

For by the Hand of jullly-dooming Heaven, 
We were prevented all, and Notice giv'n ; 
How we by Witchcraft fought the Spoil of thofe, 
That fecretly had been Duke Humphry's Foes. 

Where- 
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Wherefore my two Companions for this Crime 
Did fuffer Death, e're Nature fpent its Time. 
Poor ETnor I, becaufe of Noble Birth, 
Endued a ftranger Punifhment than Death. 

It pleafed fo the Council of my King, 
To difrobe me of eVry gorgeous Thing : 
My Chains, and Rings, and Jewels of fuch Price, 
Were changed to Rags more bafe than rugged Frize. 

• 

And by Command along each London Street, 
To go in Penance wrapped in a Sheet ; 
Barefooted, with a Taper in my Hand ! 
The like did never Lady in this Land. 

My Feet that lately trod the Steps of Pleafure, 
Now flinty Stones fo (harp were forc'd to meafure. 
Yet none alive where I did come or go, 
Durft (bed one trickling Tear at this my Woe. 

Break Heart, and die ! here ended not my Pain, 
I judged was an Exile to remain ; 
And go a banifh'd Lady from this Place, 
Where in my blooming Youth I liv'd in Grace. 

The Remnant of thofe Years which God me gave 
Poor EFnor fpent to find her out a Grave ; 
And left this Land where (he was bred and born, 
In foreign Soils for her Mifdeeds to mourn. 

The Ifle of Man, encompafs'd by the Sea, 
Near England, named fo unto this Day, 
Imprifon'd me within the watry Round, 
Till Time and Death found me a Burying-Ground. 

VOL. II. F Full 
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Full Nineteen Years in Sorrow thus I fpent, 
Without one Hour or Minute of Content ; 
Remembring former Joys of modefl Life, 
Whilft I bore Name of good Duke Humphry's Wife. 

The Lofs of Greenwich ToVrs did grieve me fore, 
But the hard Fate of my dear Lord much more. 
Yea, all the Joys once in my Bow'r and Ha.ll, 
Are Darts of Grief to wound me now withaL 



Farewd, dear Friends ; farewel, my Courtly 

Trains; 
My late Renown is turn'd to lingring Pains : 
My Melody of Mufick's Silver Sound, 
Are Snakes and Adders hiding on the Ground. 

The downy Bed whereon I lay full oft, 
Are Sun-burnt Heaps of Mofe, now feeming foft ; 
And waxen Tapers lighting to my Bed, 
Are Stars about the Silver Moon befpread. 

Inflead of Wine I drink of Waters clear, 
Which pays for my delightful Banquets dear. 
Thus changeth (lately Pomp, and courtly Joys, 
When Pleafure endeth with fuch deep Annoys. 

My beauteous Cheeks, where Cupids danc'd and 

pla/d, 
Are wrinkled grown, and quite with Grief decay'd. 
My Hair turn'd white, my yellow Eyes (lark blind ; 
And all my Body alter'd from its Kind. 

Ring out my Knell, you Birds in Top of Sky ; 
Quite tir'd with Woes, here Eleanor mud dye. 

4 Receive 
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Receive me, Earth, into thy gentle Womb ; 
A banifh'd Lady craves no other Tomb. 

Thus dy'd the famous Dutchefs of our Land, 
Controird by changing Fortune's ftern Command : 
Let thofe that fit in Place of high Degree 
Think on their Ends, that like to hers may be. 
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XIV. The moil cruel Murther of Ed- 
ward the Vth, and his Brother the 
Duke of York, in the Tower, by 
their Uncle Richard Duke of Glo- 
ce/ler. 



To the Tune of, Fortune my Foe. 



The Murther ofthefe Two Princes isvarioufly 
related; nor can we expefi any certain Ac- 
count of it fromtheHiftorian&of thcUTime, ' 
Jince it was thenaQue/Hon, Whethertheywere 
alive or dead: And though the Fafc was 
committed in 1483, yet were not their Bo- 
dies found till 167 '5. I will not her e pretend 
to enter into Richard the IIId\y Life; for 
I dofincerely believe* that of all the Hifto- 
ries of our Englifh Monarchs 9 his is the 
mq/t Apocryphal \ as I have already hinted in 
the 14.6 th Page of my FirflVolume. And I 
wouldadmfemyReaderSyWhen they havepe- 
rufed all that is recorded by the Monki/h 

Wri- 
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Writers, to turn over\$uc\£s Hijlory <?/"Ri- 
chard\y Life, wfw has endeavoured to con- 
fute the Story of this Murther, as well as 
that of the Duke of Clarence, mention 9 d in 
this Song, and to prove that Richard had no 
Hand in either. He further affertsflndfup- 
portshisAffertion byalmofl undeniable Ar- 
guments, That this Monarchwasfo far from 
being the deformed Perfon he is reprefented, 
that he wasflrait andfiandfome, but low of 
Stature, arid the very Picture of his Father. 
When both Sides of the Queflion have been 
thus perufed,every one may, with t/te greater 
Freedom, judge for themfelves. In the 
221/? Page of my Firfl Volume, (Edit. 2d.) 
I endeavour' d to confute Uu Notions offome 
Ballad- Critic ks, who would have it, that the 
Song of the Children in the Wood was writ 
upon this Murt her\ Among/l other Things 
Iurged,That noPoetwriting onthisSubjeft 
fince that Time,would havef erupted to have 
named either the Uncle or Children. If my 
affer ting this wouldnot convince them, I hope 
the following Batladwill; whichlcanafpure 
*em,atthe Time I wrote that Introdu£lion,I 
hadnotin my P off efjton, and began very much 
todoubt, whet Iter there was a Pofjibility of re- 
covering fuch a Song. 
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WHEN God had ta'en away true Wifdom's 
King, 
Edward the I Vth, whofe Fame (hall always ring ; 
Which reigned had full two and twenty Years, 
And ruled well amongft his Noble Peers. 

When as he d/d, Two Sons he left behind, 
The Prince of Wales, and Duke of York mod kind : 
The Prince the eldefl, but Eleven Years old ; 
The Duke more young, as Chronicles have told. 

The dead King's Brother, Duke of Glaeefttr, 
Was chofen for the Prince his Protedlor; 
Who flraitway plotted how to get the Crown, 
And pull his Brother Edward's Children down. 

Edward the Fifth, the Prince was call'd by Name, 
Who by Succeflion did that Title gain: 
A prudent Prince, whofe Wifdom did excel, 
Which made his Uncle's Heart with Hatred fwell. 

Then did the Duke ufe all the Means he might, 
By damn'd Devices for to work their Spite ; 
At length the Devil put it in his Head, 
How all his Plots mould be accomplifhed. 

With fugar'd Words, which had a poifon'd Sting, 
He did entice the Duke and the young King, 
For Safety's Sake to lodge them in the Tower; 
A (Irong Defence, and London's chiefeft. Flower. 

With fair-fpoke Speeches and bewitching Charms, 
He told them, 'twould fecure them from all Harms : 
Thus by fair Words, yet cruel Treachery, 
He won their Hearts within the Tower to lie. 

Grea 
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Great Entertainment he thefe Princes gave, 
And caus'd the Tower to be furnifh'd brave: 
With fumptuous Chear he feafled them that Day : 
Thus fubtle Wolves with harmlefs Lambs do play. 

With Miifick fweet he fill'd their Princely Ears, 
And to their Face a fmiling Countenance bears; 
But his foul Heart with Mtfchief was poffefs'd, 
And treach'rous Thoughts were always in his Bread. 

When as bright Phoebus had poffefs'd the Wed, 
And that the Time was come for all to reft; 
The Duke of Gldjler the Two Princes led 
Into a fumptuous Chamber to their Bed. 

When thefe fweet Children thus were laid in Bed, 
And to the Lord their hearty Prayers had faid; 
Sweet flumb'ring Sleep then clofing up their Eyes, 
Each folded in the other's Arms there lies. 

The bloody Uncle of thefe Children fweet, 
Unto a Knight to break his Mind thought meet ; 
One Sir yames lyrrill, which did think it beft, 
For to agree unto his vile Requeft. 

Sir y antes, he laid, my Refolution 's this, 
And for to do the fame you muft not mifs ; 
This Night fee that the King be murthered, 
With the young Duke, as they do lie in Bed : 

So when thefe Branches I have hewed down, 
There is none left to keep me from the Crown : 
My Brother, Duke of Clarence, he was found 
T th' Tower, within a Butt of Malmfey drown'd : 

It was my Plot that he fhould drowned be, 
'Caufe none fhould claim the Crown but only me : 
And when thefe Children thou haft murthered, 
I'll wear that Diadem upon my Head. 

F 4 And 
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And know, thou Tyrrill, when that I am King, 
I'll raife thy State, and Honours to thee bring : 
Then be refoiv'd, and be not thou afraid. 
My Lord, III do it, bloody Tyrrill faid. 

He got Two Villains for to adl this Part, 
Dilguifed Murtherers, each a hell-bred Heart ; 
The one Miles Forc/l, which their Keeper was, 
The other John Dighton, Mailer of his Horfe. 

At Midnight then, when all Things they were 

hufliM, 
Thefe bloody Slaves into the Chamber rufh'd ; 
And to the Bed full foftly they did creep, 
Where thefe fweet Princes lay full fall afleep : 

Who prefently did wrap them in the Cloaths, 
And (lopp'd their harmlefs Breath with the Pillows ; 
Yet did they drive and (Iruggle what they might, 
Until the Slaves had (lifted both them quite. 

When as the Murth'rers faw that they were dead, 
They took their Bodies forth the fatal Bed ; 
And then they bury'd thefe fame little ones 
At the Stair-feet, under a Heap of Stones. K 

But mark how God did fcourge them for this 
As in the Chronicles you there may read : [Deed, 
Blood deferves Blood, for fo the Lord hath faid ; 
And at the length their Blood was truly paid. 

For when their Uncle he had reign'd two Years, 
He fell at Variance then amongfl his Peers ; 
In Lc?Jlerfhire y at Bqfworth he was flain, 
By Richmond* Earl, as he did rightly gain. 

In 
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In Pieces he was hewed by his Foes ; 
Thus Richard Crook-back ended Life with Woes ; 
They ftripp'd him then, and dragged him up and 
down, 
And on flout Richmond's Head they put the Crown. 

The bloody Murtherer, Sir "Jama Tyrrill, 
. For Treafon loft his Head on Tbwer-HUi; 
And to Miles Forefi fell no worfe a Lot, 
Alive in Pieces he away did rot 

And John Dighton, the other bloody Fiend, 
No Man could tell how he came to his End. 
Thus God did pay thefe Murth'rers for their Hire ; 
And Hell-bred Pluto plagues them now with Fire. 
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XV. The Union of the Red Rofe and 
the White, by a Marriage between 
King Henry VII. and a Daughter of 
King Edward IV. 



To the Tune of, Flying Fame. 



Henry, Earl of Richmond, afterwards King 
Henry the Vllth, had by his Birth the fol- 
lowing Claim to the Crown. John <?/"Gaunt, 
Fourth Son of King Edward the Hid, mar- 
ried Blanch, fole Heir of Henry Duke of 
Lancafter : Among fl the Attendants an this 
Lady was one Katherine, Daughter of Sir 
Paine de Ruel, with w/iom this Prince fell 
defperately in Love, but could not compafs 
his Ends during the Life-time of the Lady 
Blanch. After her Death, John of Gaunt 
marry d Conftance, Daughter of Peter, 
King of Caftile and Leon, During the 
Life of this Wife, he fo gairid the Affefli- 
ons of his Miflrefs, thatflie bore him Three 

Sons 
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Sons and a Daughter, w/wm he had Inter eft 
enough to Jidve declared Legitimate; but find- 
ing his Prime/is Friends uneafyathis Com- 
merce with this Lady, he gave her a large 
Dowry >and married her to Sir HughSwin- 
ford, a Lincolnfhire Knight ; and during 
her Hufbands Life refrained her Company. 
In Procefs of Time Swinford dyd, as did 
the Princefs Conftance : And the Prince, 
thdflricken in Years as well as hisMiftrefs> 
marry dher 9 probably tofirengthentheLegiti- 
macy of his Children ; of whom the Elde/t, 
J 6hn,crealed Ear I of Somerfet, was Father 
to J ohnDu&e of Somerfet, whofeonly Daugh- 
ter marry' d Edmund of Haddam, Earl of 
Richmond : And thofe were the Parents of 
ourRoyalHero. This Earl of Richmondnot 
caring to trti/l to his own Tit Unmarried Eli- 
zabeth, eldefi Daughter to JCingEdwardlV . 
the trtie Heir of the Britifh Crown, and by 
thatmeatishefecuSditlohimfelf ThisSong 
was written in the Beginning of t/te Reign of 
King James the Firft y wken the Plot in Fa- 
vour of the Lady Arabella (as mentioned 
in Page 205 of theFirfl Volume) wasdif- 
cover>d. The Defign of the Song, much like 
that of Chevy-Chace, was tofliew the Dan- 
ger of a Civil War. Our Poet fets out with 
giving us a View of the Blood t fiat wasfhed 
in the Difputes between the Houfes 0/"York 

and 
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and Lancafter; and thenjhews King]zxne£s 
Title to the Crown> by tracing his Defcent 
from thefe United Families. 

WHen York and Lancafter made War 
Within this famous Land, 
The Lives of England's Noble Peers 

Did much in Danger (land. 
Seven Englijh Kings in bloody Fields, 

For England's Crown did nght ; 
In which their Heirs were, all but Twain, 
Of Life bereaved quite. 

Then Thirty Thoufand Englijhmm 

Were in one Battel (lain ; 
Yet could not all this Englijh Blood 

A fettled Peace obtain. 
Fathers unkind their Children kilTd, 

And Sons their Fathers flew ; 
Yea, Kindred fought againfl their Kind, 

And not each other knew. 

At lad, by Henry's lawful Claim, 

The walling Wars had End : 
P*or England s Peace he foon reflor'd, 

And did the fame defend. 
For Tyrant Richard, nam'd the Third, 

The Breeder of this Woe, 
By him was (lain near Leicejler Town, 

As Chronicles do (how. 

All Feats of War he thus exil'd, 

Which joy'd each Engli/hman ; 
And Days of long-defiYd Peace 

Within the Land began. 
He ruTd this Kingdom by true Love, 

To chear his Subjecls Lives : 
For every one had daily Joy 

And Comfort of their Wives. King 
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King Henry had fuch Princely Care 

Our further Peace to frame, 
Took Fair Elizabeth to Wife, 

That gallant. Yarkijh Dame : 
Fourth Edward's Daughter, blefs'd of God 

To 'fcape King Richards Spite, 
Was thus made England's Peerlefs Queen, 

And Henrys Heart's Delight 

Thus Henry firfl of Tudor's Name, 

And Lancajler the Firfl, 
With YorKs right Heir a true Love's Knot 

Did link and tye full fafl. 
Renowned York the White Rofe gave, 

Brave Lancafler the Red : 
By Wedlock now conjoin'd to grow 

Both in one Princely Bed. 

Thefe Rofes fprang and budded fair, 

And carry'd fuch a Grace, 
That Kings of England in their Arms 

Afford them worthy Place. 
And flourifh may thofe Rofes long, 

That all the World may tell, 
How Owners of thofe Princely Flow'rs 

In Virtues did excel. 

To glorify thefe Rofes more, 

King Henry and his Queen 
Firfl plac'd their Pictures in wrought Gold, 

Moil gorgeous to be feen. 
The King's own Guard now wear the fame 

Upon their Back and Breafl ; 
Where Love and Loyalty remains, 

And evermore mail red. 
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The Red Rofe on the Back is plac'd, 

Thereon a Crown of Gold : 
The White Rofe on the Bread is brave, 

And coflly to behold. 
Bedeck'd mod rich with Silver Studs, 

On Coat of Scarlet Red ; 
A blufhing Hue, which England's Fame 

Now many a Year hath bred. 

Thus Tudor and Plantagend 

Thefe Honours firfl devis'd, 
To welcome long-defired Peace, 

With us fo highly priz'd. 
A Peace that now maintained is, 

By James our Royal King : 
For Peace brings Plenty to the Land, 

With ev'ry bleffed Thing. 

To fpeak again of Henrys Praife, 

His Princely lib'ral Hand 
Gave Gifts and Graces many ways 

Unto this famous Land : 
For which the Lord him Bleffings fent, 

And multiply'd his Store : 
In that he left more Wealth to us 

Than any King before. 

For firfl his fweet and lovely Queen, 

A Joy above the reft, 
Brought him both Sons and Daughters fair, 

To make his Kingdom blefs'd. 
The Royal Blood that was at Ebb, 

So increas'd by his Queen, 
That Englands Heirs unto this Day 

Do flourifh fair and green. 



The 
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The firft fair Bleffing of his Seed 

Was Arthur Prince of Wales, 
Whofe Virtue to the Spanijh Court 

Quite o're the Ocean fails. 
There Ferdinand, the King of Spain, 

His Daughter Katharine gave 
For Wife unto the Englijk Prince ; 

A Thing that God would have. 

Yet Arthur in his lofty Youth, 

And blooming Time of Age, 
Submitted meekly his fweet Life 

To Death's impartial Rage : 
Who dying fo, no Iflue left, 

The Sweet of Nature's Joy, 
Which compafs'd England round with Grief, 

And Spain with fad Annoy. 

King Henry's Second Comfort prov'd 

A Henry of his Name ; 
In following Times Eighth Henry call'd, 

A King of Noble Fame. 
He conquered Bulloign with his Sword, 

With many Towns in France : 
His manly Mind, and Fortitude, 

Did England's Fame advance. 

He Popifli Abbeys firft fupprefs'd, 

And Papiftry pull'd down ; 
And bound their Lands by Parli'ment 

Unto his Royal Crown. 
He had Three Children by Three Wives, * 

And Princes reigning here ; 
Edward, Mary, and Elizabeth 

A Queen belov'd mod dear. 



Thefe 
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Thefe Three fweet Branches bear no Fruit, 

God no fuch Joy did fend ; 
Thro' which the Kingly ludor's Name 

In England here had End. 
The laft Plantagenet that uVd 

Was nam'd Elizabeth: 
Elizabeth lad Tudor was, 

The greatefl Queen on Earth. 

Seventh Henry yet we name again, 

Whofe Grace gave free Confent 
To have his Daughters marry'd both 

To Kings of high Defcent : 
Margret> the Eldeft of the Twain, 

Was made great Scotland* Queen ; 
As wife, as fair, as virtuous 

As e're was Lady feen. 

From which fair Queen, our Royal King 

Does lineally defcend ; 
And rightfully enjoys that Crown, 

Which God does flill befriend. 
For Tudor and Plantagenet, 

By yielding unto Death, 
Have made Renowned Sluarfs Name, 

The greateft upon Earth. 

His youngeft Daughter, Mary call'd, 

As Princely in Degree, 
Was by her Father worthy thought 

The Queen of France to be : 
And after to the Suffolk Duke 

Was made a Noble Wife, 
When in the famous Englijh Court 

She led a virtuous Life. 



King 
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King Henry and his Loving Queen 

Rejoiced to fee the Day, 
To have their Children thus advanced 

With Honours every way. 
Which purchas'd Pleafure and Content, 

With many Years Delight ; 
Till fad Mifchance, by cruel Death, 

Procured them both a Spite. 

The Queen, that fab and princely Dame, 

That Mother meek and mild, 
To add more Number to her Joy, 

Again grew big with Child : 
All which brought Comfort to her King. 

Againil which careful Hour, 
He lodged his dear kind-hearted Queen 

In London's (lately Tower, 

That Tortfr that was fo fatal once 

To Princes of Degree, 
Proved fatal to this Noble Queen, 

For therein died fhe. 
In Childbed loft fhe her fweet Life, 

Her Life efleem'd fo dear ; 
Which had been England's Loving Queen 

Full many a happy Year. 

The King herewith poffefs'd with Grief, 

Spent many Months in Moan ; 
And daily figh'd and faid, That he, 

Like her, could find out none ; 
Nor none could he in Fancy chufe 

To make his wedded Wife : 
Wherefore a Widow*r would remain 

The Remnant of his Life. 
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His After-days he fpent in Peace 

And Quietnefs of Mind : 
Like King and Queen, as thefe Two were, 

The World can hardly find. 
Our King and Queen, yet like to them 

In Virtue and true Love, 
Have Heav'nly Bleflings in like Sort, 

From Heav'nly Pow'rs above. 
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XVI. The doleful Death of Queen 
Jane, Wife to King Henry VIII. 
and the Manner of Prince Edwar&s 
being cut out of her Womb. 



To the Tune of, The Lamentation of Lord Effex. 



Ikavefo often complain 9 d of the little Depen^ 
dance tfiat is tobemade on our Hi/torians in 
fever al Points, that I am afhamed to repeat 
the Complaint ; efpecially when it concerns a 
Fail which happen 7 d no longer ago than un- 
der the Reign of Henry VIII. One would 
think it almofl impojffible that there fhould be 
the leajl Doubt amongfi Writers inany Point 
fo modern ; and yet ifwefearch all our Hi- 
florianSy wefhall not find any Six of 9 em a- 
greeing in the Story of Queen Jane. Ifhall 
not tfierefore pretend to advance any Thing 
concerning the Manner of her Death, but 
/hall quote the Opinions offome of our Wri- 
ters, that every one may be at Liberty to 
judge for t hemf elves : And indeed I have 

another 
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another Viewinit; for I look upon this as a 
very good Opportunity of letting my Readers 
fee how many Difficulties we are fore d to go 
through^ when we undertake to reconcile the 
InconfiflencusandContradiMionsofAtUhors\ 
and how excujahle a lit tie Slip or Error is in us. 
Anne of B\i\\en,this Monarch's Second Queen, 
being beheaded in the Tower for Adultery^ 
( whether juflly or not,is foreign to my Pur- 
pofej KingHenry was marred the very next 
Day to Lady Jane ; who, on the 12th of 
Odtober (according to the Ofnnion of a vqft 
Majority) was delivered of a Son at Hamp- 
ton-Court. But notwithstanding this, Sir 
John Hayward afferts, that Prince Edward 
was not born till the 1 yth ; and adds, "All 
Reports do conflantly run ^ that hew as not 
bynaturalPaffagedelive^dinto the Worlds 
but that his Mother's Belly was opened for 
his Birth ; and that fhe died of the Inci- 
l fion the fourth Day following" Echard, 
in his Hi/lory of England, is of a very 
different Opinion; where talking of Prince 
Edward^ Birth, he tells us, " That the Joy 
cc of it was mtich allay d by the Departure 
" of the admirable Queen, who, contrary 
to the Opinion of many Writers, dy y d 
twelve Days after the Birth of this Prince, 
having beenwell deliver* *d,andwithotU any 
cc hicifion,as otliershavemaliciouflyreport* 

" edr 
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ed" Lord Herbert of Cherbury, in 
his Hi/lory of Henry VIII. afferts, " That 
the Queen died Two Days after her Deli- 
very? A nd indeed he has the A uthorities 
of Hollingfhead and Stow to fupport the 
Affertion. Du Chefne, a Native o} Trance, 
who in his Hi/lory of England has underta- 
ken to clear up this Point, does butperplexus 
the more\ talking ofthefe Times, he goes on 
thus: LaRoyne Jeanne eftoit alors enceinte 
& prefte a enfanter, mais quand ce vint au 
terme de l'accouchement elle eut tant de 
tourment & de peine, qu'il lui fallut fen- 
dre le Cofte par lequel on tira fon fruit 
le douzieme Jour d'Oftobre a Windefore 

Elle mourut douze jours apres & fut 

enterre au Chateau de Windefore. 

I will not be one ofthofe complaifant Writers, 

thaifuppofeitimpojjibleany oj their Readers 

JhouldbeignorantoftheFrench Tongue; and 

JhaUthereforegiveanExplanationofthisPaf 

f a g e * €€ Queen jan^was then with Child y and 

9€ her Reckoning almofl out ; but when the 

" Time of her Labour came* fhefuffer>dfo 

" much Pain and Torment > that tfiey were 

obliged to open Iter Side,by which the Fruit 

of her Womb was taken out the 1 2th of 

u Oftober at Windfor. She dy'd twelve 

" Days afterwards f atidwasburydat Wind- 
tc for-Caftle. 

/ will 
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IwillnottroublemyReaderswithanymoreQuo- 
tations; andjhallonlyjujlobferve, ThattJds 
Balladwaswritten in theReign ofK. Jamesl. 
A ndindeedt/iat Age foaboundedwith Poets, 
thatweowealrnoJllmlfourHiflorualBallads 
toit. Notthatlbetievetheywcrefirftwritten 
at t fiat Time; but the Language of* em being 

grown veryobfoletejtwasthenrefittdjmdtne 
Songsfnilintoafiewandmorefq/hionadleDrefs. 
We are told by form Cri ticks ,t hat we are not 

fo mtich be/widen to the Number of Poets, 
who lived in that Time, as to the Number of 
Scots King James brought over with him; 

for, our Englifh Bards fearing the Nation 
would be over-run with Scotchmen, and that 
t fie Memory of our own Worthies would pe- 
rifli; took care to revive all their Htftorical 
Ballads, and to difperfe y em amongftthePeo- 

ple; ?wt only to tranfmit their AElions to Po- 

flerity, but that the latefl Ages might fee we 
did not owe our Origin to the Scots. 

WHen as King Henry rul'd this Land, 
He had a Queen I underftand ; 
Lord Seymour's Daughter fair and bright, 
King Henrys Comfort and Delight : 
Yet Death, by his remorflefs Pow'r, 
Did blafl the Bloom of this fweet Flow'r : 

O mourn, mourn, mourn, fair Ladies ; 
Jane your Queen, the Flower 0/" England** dead. 

His former Queen being wrapt in Lead, 
This gallant Dame poflefs'd his Bed ; 

Where 



Where rightly from her Womb did fpring 
A joyful Comfort to her King, 
A welcome Blefling to the Land, 
PreferVd by God's mod holy Hand. 
O mourn, &c 

The Queen in Travail, pained fore 
Full thirty woful Days and more, 
And no ways could delivered be, 
As every Lady wifh'd to fee : 
Wherefore the King made greater Moan, 
Than ever yet his Grace had fhown. 

O mourn, &c. 

Then being fomething eas'd in Mind, 
His Eyes a flumb'ring Sleep did find ; 
Where dreaming he had loll a Rofe, 
But which he could not well fuppofe : 
A Ship he had, a Rofe by Name ; 
Oh, no I It was his Royal yane. 

O mourn, &c 

Being thus perplex' d with Grief and Care, 
A Lady to him did repair, 
And faid, O King ! Show us thy Will ; 
The Queen's fweet Life to fave or fpill. 
If (he cannot deliver'd be, . 
Yet (ave the Flow'r, tho* not the Tree. 

O mourn, &c. 

Then down upon his tender Knee, 
For Help from Heaven prayed he. 
Mean while into a Sleep they call 
His Queen, which evermore did lafl : 
And op'ning then her tender Womb, 
Alive they took this budding Bloom. 
O mourn, &c. 
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This Babe fo born, much Comfort brought, 
And chear'd his Father's drooping Thought : 
Prince Edward he was calt'd by Name, 
Graced with Virtue, Wit and Fame ; 
And when his Father left this Earth, 
He ral'd this Land by lawful Birth. 

O mourn, &c 

But mark the pow'rful Will of Heav'n ; 
We from this Joy were foon bereav'n : 
Six Years he reigned in this Land, 
And then obeyed God's Command, 
And left his Crown to Mary here, 
Whole Five Years Reign cost England dear. 

O mourn, &ce. 

Elisabeth reign'd next to her, 
Fair Europe's Pride, and England's Star j 
The World's Wonder ; for fuch a Queen 
Under Heaven was never feen : 
A Maid, a Saint, an Angel bright, 
In whom all Princes took Delight 

mourn, mourn, mourn, fair Ladies; 
Elizabeth, the Flower of England'* dead. 
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XVII. Robin Hood's Golden Prize: 
Shewing how he robb'd Two Priefts 
of Five Hundred Pounds. 



To the Tune of, Robin Hood was a tall young 

Man, &c. 



ThefollowingSongJhouldhavebeen infer tedim- 
mediately after the Ballad of Robin Hood 
and the Bifhop\ but as it happetidto be there 
omitted, I hope my Readers worit think it 
much out of Place here. Andwithlhislfhall 
conclude our Englifh Hiflorical Ballads. 

I Have heard talk of Robin Hood, 
Derry y derry, derry down. 
And of brave Little yohn, 
Of Friar Tuck, and Will. Scarlet, . 
Lockfly, and Maid-marrUm : 
Hey down, derry \ derry down. 



But fuch a Tale as this before, 

I think was never known ; 
For Robin Hood difguis'd himfelf, 

And from the Wood he 's gone. 

VOL. II. G Like 
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Like to a Friar, bold Robin Hood 

Was accoutred in his Array, 
With Hood, Gown, Beads, and Crucifix, 

He pals' d upon the Way ; 

He had not gone pad Miles two or three, 

But it was his Chance to efpy 
Two lufly Priefls clad all in Black, 

Come riding gallantly. 

Benedicitc, then faid Robin Hood, 

Some Pity on me take \ 
Crofs you my Hand with a fingle Groat, 

For our dear Lady's Sake : 

For I have been wand'ring all this Day, 

And nothing could I get ; 
Not fo much as one poor Cup of Drink, 

Nor Bit of Bread to eat 

Now b' our holy Dame, the Priefls reply'd, 

We never a Peny have ; 
For we this Morning have been robb'd, 

And could no Money fave. 

I am much afraid, faid bold Robin Hood, 

That you do both tell a Lye ; 
And now before you do go hence, 

I am refolved to try. 

When as the Priefls heard him fay fo, 
Then they rode away a-main ; 

But Robin Hood betook him to his Heels, 
And foon overtook them again. 

Then Robin Hood laid hold of them both, 
And puird them down from their Horfe. 

O fpare us, Friar, the Priefls cr/d out, 
On us have fome Remorfe. 
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You faid you'd no Money, quoth Robin Hood, 

Wherefore without Delay, 
We Three will fall down on our Knees, 

And for Money we will pray. 

The Priefts to this could not gainfay, 

But down they kneel'd with Speed : 
Send us, O fend us, then quoth they, 

Some Money to ferve our Need, 

The Priefts did pray with a mournful Chear, 

Sometimes their Hands did wring ; 
Sometimes they wept and tore their Hair, 

Whilft Robin did merrily fing. 

When they had been praying an Hour's Space, 

The Priefts did ftill lament : 
Then, quoth bold Rabin, now let us fee 

What Money Heaven hath us fent 

We will be Sharers all alike, 

Of Money that we have : 
And there is never a one of us, 

That his Fellow (hall deceive. 

The Priefts their Hands in their Pockets put, 

But Money could find none : 
Well fearch our felves, laid Rabin Hood, 

Each other, one by one. 

Then Robin Hood took pains to fearch them, 

And he found good Store of Gold, 
Five Hundred Pieces prefently, 

Upon the Grafs he told. 

Here is a brave Show, faid Robin Hood, 

Such Store of Gold to fee : 
And you each one (hall have a Part, 

'Caufe you pray'd heartily. 

4 He 
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He gave them Fifty Pounds a-piece, 
And the reft for himfelf did keep : 

The Priefts durft not fpeak one Word, 
But they fighed wondrous deep. 

With that the Priefls rofe up from their Knees, 

Thinking to have parted fo : 
Nay, flay, fays Robin Hood, one Thing more 

I have to fay before you go ; 

You (hall be fworn, fays bold Robin ffoody 

Upon this holy Grafs, 
That you will never tell Lies again, 

Which way foever you pais. 

The Second Oath that you here mud make, 

That all the Days of your Lives, 
You never (hall tempt Maids unto Sin, 

Nor lie with other Men's Wives. 

The lafl Oath you (hall take, is this ; 

Be charitable to the Poor : 
Say you have met a holy Friar, 

And I defire no more. 

He fet them on their Horfes again, 

And away then they did ride ; 
And he return'd to the merry green Wood, 

With great Joy, Mirth and Pride. 




["5] 
A Ballad on a Wedding. 



One of the greatejl Complaints made by the 
Ladies againfl the firjl Volume of our 
Collection, and indeed the only one which 
has reach 1 d my Ears> is the want of 
merry Songs. I believe I may give a 
pretty good guefs at what they call Mirth, 
in fuck Pieces as thefe, and fhall endear 
vour to oblige them, thd I have but very 
little room tofpare. In thefirfl of thefe 
they will find fever al merry infinuations, 
and I hope in the other two a great deal 
of Mirth. I do not give the firfl and 
laflfor the oldefl of Ballads, the former 
being writ by Sir John Suckling, and the 
other, I believe, much about the fame time, 
but there are really fo many beauties in 
them both, that I chofe to difpence with a 
few Years rather than omit them. The 
fecond is really Old, and to my knowledge 
has a number of Admirers. 



i 



Tell thee Dick where I have been, 
Where I the rareft things have feen ; 
O things beyond compare ! 

H Such 
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Such fights again cannot be found 
In any place on EngHOi ground 
Be it at Wake or Fair. 

At Charing-Crofs, hard by the way 
Where we (thou know'ft) do fell our Hay, 

There is a Houfe with Stairs ; 
And there did I fee coming down 
Such Volk as are not in our Town, 

Vorty at lead in pairs. 

Amongfl the reft, on pefVlent fine, 
(His Beard no bigger though than thine) 

Walk'd on before the reft : 
Our Landlord looks like nothing to him : 
The King (God blefs him) 'twould undo him 

Should he go ftill fo dreft. 

At Courfe-a-Park, without all doubt, 
He mould have firft been taken out 

By all the Maids i' th' Town : 
Though lufty Roger there had been, 
Or little George upon the Green, 

Or Vincent of the Crown. 

But wot you what ? the Youth was going 
To make an end of all his wooing ; 

The Parfon for him (laid : 
Yet by his leave (for all his hafte) 
He did not fo much wifh all pad 

(Perchance) as did the Maid. 

The Maid (and thereby hangs a tale) 
For fuch a Maid no Whitfon-Ale 

Could ever yet produce : 
No Grape, that* s kindly ripe, could be 
So round, fo plump, fo foil as (he, 

Nor half fo full of Juice. 
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Her Finger was fo fmall, the Ring 
Would not (lay on which he did bring, 

It was too wide a Peck : 
And to fay truth (for out it mud) 
It look'd like the great Collar (jufl) 

About our young Coir's Neck. 

Her Feet beneath her Peticoat, 
Like little Mice Hole in and out, 

As if they fear'd the light : 
But (Dick) (he Dances fuch a way t 
No Sun upon an Eq/Ur-Daj 

Is half fo fine a fight 

He would have kifs'd her once or twice, 
But (he would not, (he was fo nice 

She would not do't in fight; 
And then (he look'd as who (hould fay 
I will do what I lid to Day ; 

And you (hall do't at Night. 

Her Cheeks fo rare a white was on, 
No Dazy makes coroparifon 

(Who fees them is undone) 
For (Ireaks of red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Katherine Pear, 

The fide that's next the Sun. 

Her Lips were red, and one was thin 
Compared to that was next her Chin ; 

(Some Bee had (lung it newly) 
But (Dick) her Eyes fo guard her Face, 
I durft no more upon them gaze, 

Than on the Sun in yuly. 

Her Mouth fo fmall when (he does fpeak, 
Thou'dft fwear her Teeth her words did break, 
That they might pafiage get, 
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But (he fo handled flill the matter, 
They came as good as ours, or better, 
And were not fpent a whit. 

If wifhing mould be any fin 

The Parfon himfelf had guilty been, 

(She look'd that Day fo purely) 
And did the Youth fo oft the feat 
At Night, as fome did in conceit, 

It would have fpoiTd him furely. 

Paflion o' me ! how I run on ! 

There's that that would be thought upon, 

(I trow) befides the Bride. 
The bufinefs of the Kitchin's great, 
For it is fit that Men mould eat; 

Nor was it there deny'd. 

Jufl in the nick the Cook knock'd thrice, 
And all the Waiters in a trice 

His fummons did obey, 
Each Serving-man with Dim in Hand, 
March'd boldly up like our Train'd-band, 

Prefented and away. 

When all the Meat was on the Table, 
What Man of Knife, or Teeth, was able 

To (lay to be intreated ? 
And this the very reafon was 
Before the Parfon could fay Grace, 

The Company was'feated. 

Now Hats fly off, and Youths caroufe; 
Healths firft go round, and then the Houfe, 

The Bride's came thick and thick; 
And when 'twas nam'd another's Health, 
Perhaps he made it hers by Health; 

(And who could help it Dick %) 



Oth' 
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O th' fudden up they rife and dance ; 
Then (it again, and figh, and glance : 

Then dance again and kifs : 
Thus fev'ral ways the time did pafs, 
Whil'ft every Woman wifli'd her place, 

And ev'ry Man wifh'd his. 

By this time all were (lol'n afide, 
To councel and undrefs the Bride ; 

But that he mud not know ; 
But yet 'twas thought he guefs'd her Mind, 
And did not mean to (lay behind 

Above an Hc*ur or fo. 

When in he came (Dick) there (he lay, 
Like new-falPn Snow melting away, 

(Twas time I trow to part) 
Kifles were now the only (lay, 
Which foon (he gave, as who would (ay, 

God B Vy ! with all my Heart. 

But ju(l as Heavens would have to crofs it, 
In came the Bride-Maids with the PoflTet : 

The Bridegroom eat in fpight ; 
For had he left the Women to't 
It would have cofl two Hours to do't, 

Which were too much that Night. 

At length the Candle's out, and now, 
All that they had not done, they do, 

What that is, who can tellt 
But I believe it was no more 
Than thou and I have done before 

With Bridget, and with Nell. 
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The Wanton Virgins Frighten'd ; 
with the Spy's Downfal from the 
Tree-top to the Pond-bottom : Or, 
The old Man ftrangely Surpriz'd 
and BugbearM by the Black Ban- 
dileers and Buff-Coats, &c. 



Tune of y Ladies of London, &c. 



YOU that delight in a jocular Song, 
Come liflen unto me a while, Sir, 
I will engage you mall not tarry long, 
Before it will make you to fmile, Sir ; 
Near to the Town there liv'd an old Man, 

Had three pretty Maids to his Daughters, 
Of whom I will tell fuch a Story anon, 
Will tickle your Fancy with Laughter. 

The old Man he had in his Garden a Pond, 

'Twas in very fine Summer weather, 
The Daughters one Night they were all very fond 

To go and bathe in it together, 
Which they all agreed, but happen'd to be 

Efpy'd by a Youth in the Houfe, Sir, 
Who got in the Garden, and climb'd up a Tree, 

So there lay as dill as a Moufe, Sir. 
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The Branch where he fat, it hung over the Pond, 

And each puff of Wind he did totter ; 
Pleas'd with the Thoughts he fhould fit fo abfeond, 

And fee them go into the Water ; 
When the old Man was fafe in his Bed, 

The Daughters to the Pond went, Sir, 
One to the other two, laughing (he fkid, 

As high as our Bubbies we'll venture. 

Upon the tender green Grafs they fate down, 

They all were of delicate Feature ; 
Each pull'd off her Petticoat, Smock and Gown, 

No Sight could ever be fweeter : 
Into the Pond then they dabbling went, 

So clean that they need no warning ; 
But they were fo unluckily bent, 

Like Boys they began to be dafhing. 

If any mould chance to fee us, fays one, 

They'd think we are bobbing of Evils, 
And from the Sight of us quickly would run, 

To avoid fo many white Devils; 
This put the Youth into fuch a merry Pin, 

He let go his hold thro' Laughter, 
And as it fell out he fell tumbling in, 

And fcar'd them all out of the Water. 

The old Man by this time a Noife had heard, 

And rofe out of Bed in a fright, Sir, 
And comes to the Door with a rufly old Sword ; 

There flood in a Poflure to fight, Sir ; 
The Daughters they all came tumbling in, 

And over their Dad they did blunder, 
Who cry'd out aloud, Mercy good Gentlemen, 

And thought they were Thieves come to plunder. 

The Noife by this Time the Neighbourhood hears 
Who came with long Clubs to aflifl him ; 

He faid, three bloody Rogues run up the Stairs, 
He dar*d by no Means to refill 'em ; 
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For they were cloathed all in their Buff, 
He fee as they fhov'd in their Shoulder, 

And black Bandileers hung before like a Ruff, 
Which made him believe they were Soldiers. 

The Virgins their Cloaths in the Garden had left, 

And Keys of their Trunks in their Pocket, 
To put on the Sheets they were fain to make fhift, 

Their Cheft they could not unlock it ; 
At lad ventured up thefe valiant Men, 

Though arm'd with Courage undaunted, 
But took them for Spirits and run back again, 

And fwore that the Houfe it was haunted. 

As they retreated the young Man they met, 

Come (hivering in at the Door, Sir ; 
Who look'd like a Rat, his Cloaths dropping wet, 

No Rogue that was pump'd could look worfer, 
All were amaz'd to fee him come in, 

And ask'd of him what was the matter t 
He told them the Story where he had been, 

Which made them burfl into a Laughter. 

Quoth the old Dad I was in a hm% 

And reckon'd to cut them afunder, 
Thinking that they had been three Soldiers in Buff, 

That came here to rifle and plunder ; 
But they are my Daughters whom I ador'd, 

All frighted from private Diverfion, 
Therefore I'll put up my nifty old Sword, 

For why mould I be in a Paflion ? 




# 
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The Swimming Lady : Or, A Wan- 
ton Difcovery. Being a true 
Relation of a Coy Lady be- 
trayM by her Lover as fhe was 
Stripping herfelf (lark Naked, and 
Swimming in a River near Ox- 
ford. 



lb the Tune of Til neiter love thee more. 



XHE four and twentieth Day of May, 
Of all Times in the Year, 
rgin-Lady bright and gay, 
Did privately appear 
Qofe by a River-fide, which (he 

Did (ingle out the rather, 
'Caufe (he was fure, (he was fecure, 
And had an Intent to bath her. 

With glittering Glance, her jealous Eyes, 

Did (lily look about. 
To fee if any lurking Spies, 

Were hid to find her out ; 
And being well refolv'd that none 

Could view her Nakednefs ; 
She puts her Robes off, one by one 
- And doth her felf undrefs. 
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A purple Mantle (fring'd with Gold) 

Her Ivory Hands unpin, 
It would have made a Coward bold, 

Or tempted a Saint to fin ; 
She turns about to look again, 

I hope, fays (he, I am fafe, 
And then a Rofy Petticoat, 

She prefently put oft 

The Snow-white Smock which (he had on 

Tranfparently fo deck'd her, 
It look'd like Cambrick-Lawn, upon 

An Alabader Pidlure, 
Thro* which your Eye might faintly fpy 

Her Belly and her Back ; 
Her Limbs were (Irait, and all was white 

But that which mould be black. 

The Part which (he's a(ham'd to fee 

Without a bafliral Blu(h, 
Appear'd like curious Tiffany 

Difpla/d upon a Bu(h : 
But that Pofterior extream Limb 

She cannot look upon, 
Did like a twifted Cherry feem 

Before the white was gone. 

As when a Mafquing Scene is drawn, 

And new Lights do appear, 
When (he put off her Smock of Lawn, 

Jufl fuch a Sight was there : 
The bright Refle<Slion of her Eyes, 

In every Limb was (Irow'd, 
As when the radiant Sun doth rife, 

And gild each neighbouring Cloud. 

Into a fluent Stream (he leapt, 

Which look'd like liquid Glafs 
The Fiflies from all Quarters crept, 

To fee what Angel 'twas; 

She 
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She did fo like a Vifion look, 

Or Fancy in a Dream, 
Twas thought the Sun the Sky forfook, 

And dropt into the Stream, 

Each Fifh did wifli himfelf a Man, 

About her all were drawn, 
And at the Sight of her began 

To fpread abroad their Spawn : 
She turn'd to fwim upon her Back, 

And fo difpla/d her Banner, 
If yove had then in Heaven been 

He would have dropt upon her. 

Thus was the River's Diamond Head, 

With Pearl and Saphire crown'd : 
Her Legs did (hove, her Arms did move, 

Her Body did rebound ; 
She that did quaff the Juice of Joy, 

(Fair Venus Queen of Love) 
With Mars did never in more ways, 

Of melting Motion move. 

A Lad that long her Love had been, 

•And could obtain no Grace, 
For all her prying, lay unfeen ; 

Hid in fecret Place ; 
Who having been repuls'd when he 

Did often come to wooe her, 
Pull'd off his Cloaths, and furioufly 

Did run and leap in to her. 

She (hrieks, (he drives, and down (he dives, 

He brings her up again, 
He got her o'er, upon the Shore, 

And then, and then, and then I 
As Adam did old Eve enjoy, 

You may guefs what I mean ; 
Becaufe (he all uncover'd lay, 

He cover'd her again. With 
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With watty Eyes, (he pants, and cries 
I'm utterly undone, 

If you'll not be wedded unto me, 
E'er the next Morning Sun ; 

He anfwer'd hei, I'll never flu- 
Out of thy Sight 'rill then; 

Well both clap Hands, in Wedlock Bands, 
Many, and to't agen. 
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A Worthy Example of a Vertuous 
Wife, who fed her Father with her 
own Milk, he being commanded by 
the Emperor to be ftarved to 
Death, but afterwards pardoned 

Tune is, Flying Fame. 

I Jhould be thought a little too partial to my 
ewn Country \if Ballads written on Foreign 
Subjefts could not find a Place in my 
Collection. The following Song is very 
popular, but the Hi/lory of it very little 
known. I cannot imagine by what means 
the common Notion was firft receiifd, or 
how it fpread, to wit, that the Nobleman 
here mention* d was one Petrus, a Roman, 
and firft* Minifler to Tiberius Caefar; 
whofe Emprefs having a mind to ruin him, 
feigfid herfelf in Love with him\ and fo 
artfully play 'd her part, that he really was 
enamouPd/indanAppointmentmaclefluhick 
/he betray d toTiberius,who immediately cajl 
his Minifler into Prifon, there to beftartfd. 
And indeed this Notion has fo far pre- 
vairdy that the Pictures of this Fa£t are 
generally known by the Name of Roman 

Charity. 
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Charity. But fww they could imagine 
that Valerius Maximus, who lived in that 
Emperor's Time, and dedicated his Works 
to him, Jhould touch upon fo Tender a 
Point is fomething ftrange. There are o- 
thers who have jufl got the Name, and tell 
us 'twas Cimon the Athenian, the Son of 
Miltiades, who when his Father's Credi- 
tors would not fuffer him to be burfd, the 
Son pioujly offer'dkimfelfup to them, and 
was conduced to Prifon, whilft the Father's 
Coarfe was carried to the Funeral Pile ; 
but being foon enabled to pay off the Debts, 
he became Chief of the Athenians. To this 
they add, That in procefs of Time, he was 
by the State Sentendd to be Jlartfd to 
Death ; but that Heaven, who would not 
leave his filial Piety unrewarded, had 
given him a Daughter endued with the 
fame generous and divine Qualities, and 
who ventured her Life lofave her Father. 
Where they met with this latter part of 
the Story I cannot tell. Valerius Maxi- 
mus, is the only Author by whom I find 
the Hi/lory of Cimon related, and he has 
taken care to let us know, that this Man and 
Cimon the Athenian General were two 
different Perfons. The minute particulars 
of this Story he has not entred into, he 
only tells us, that Cimon was a Grecian 
very much flricken in Years, who being 
condemn! d, was not immediately put to 
Death, the y ay lor keeping him in Prifon 
witlwut giving him any Victuals, or fuf- 

fering 
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fcring any to be carried to him, rather 
chujing to let hint end his Days in that 
manner than to imbrue his Hands in the 
Blood offo old a Man ; upon which his 
Daughter went daily to give him Such, 
and by that means prefenfd his Life. By 
telling us that the re/l of this Story is of 
a piece with that he hadjufl before related, 
we may conclude that his Judges motfd 
with the Piety of the Daughter par dorid the 
Father. 

T N Rome % I read, a Nobleman, 
I The Emperor did offend, 
And for that fault he was adjudg'd, 

Unto a cruel end : 
That he mould be in Prifon caft, 

With Irons many a one, 
And there be famifh'd unto Death 

And brought to Skin and Bone. 

And more, if any one were known, 

By Night, or yet by Day, 
To bring him any kind of Food, 

His hunger to allay, 
The Emperor fwore a mighty Oath, 

Without remorfe, quoth he, 
They (hall fuflain the crueleft Death 

That can devifed be. 

This cruel Sentence once pronounc'd, 

The Nobleman was caft 
Into a Dungeon dark and deep, 

With Irons fetter'd fafl : 
Where, when he had with Hunger great 

Remained ten Days fpace, 
And tailed neither Meat nor Drink, 

In a moil woeful Cafe ; 

The 
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The Tears along his aged Face 

Mod piteoufly did fall, 
And grievoufly he did begin 

For to complain withal : 
O Lord quoth he, what (hall I do, 

So hungry, Lord, am 1 1 
For want of Bread, one bit of Bread, 

I perifh, (larve and dye ! 

How precious is one grain of Wheat, 

Unto my hungry Soul, 
One Crufl, or Crumb, or little piece, 

My hunger to controul ! 
Had I this Dungeon heap'd with Gold, 
* I would forgo it all, 
To buy and purchafe one brown Loaf, 

Yea, were it ne'er fo fmall. 

O that I had but every Day, 

One bit of Bread to eat, 
Tho' ne'er fo mouldy, black or brown, 

My Comfort would be great ; 
Yea, albeit I took it up 

Trod down in Dirt and Mire, 
It would be pleafing to my tafle, 

And fweet to my defire. 

Good Lord, how happy is the Hind, 

That labours all the Day, 
The drudging Mule, the Peafant poor 

That at command do flay, 
They have their ordinary Meals, 

They take no heed at all, 
Of thofe fweet Crumbs andCrufts that they 

Do carelefly let fall. 

How happy is that little Chick, 

That without fear may go 
And pick up thofe mod precious Crumbs 

Which they away do throw : 

O 
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O that fome pretty little Moufe, 
So much my Friend would be, 

To bring fome old forfaken craft 
Into this Place to me. 

But oh ! my Heart, it is in vain, 

No fuccour can I have, 
No Meat, nor Drink, nor Water eke, 

My loathed Life to lave : 

bring fome Bread for Chrift his fake, 
Some Bread, fome Bread for me ; 

1 dye, I dye for want of Food, 

None but Stone Walls I fee. 

Thus Day and Night he cryed out, 

In most outragious fort, 
That all the People far and near 

Were grieved at this Report : 
And tho' that many Friends he had, 

And Daughters in the Town, 
Yet none durft come to fuccour him, 

Fearing the Emperor's Frown. 

Yet now behold one Daughter dear 

He had as I do find, 
Who hVd in his difpleafure great, 

For matching 'gainft his Mind; 
Altho' flie hYd in mean Eftate, 

She was a vertuous Wife, 
And for to help her Father dear, 

She ventur'd thus her Life. 

She quickly to her Sifters went, 

And of them did intreat, 
That by fome fecret means they would 

Convey their Father Meat : 
Our Father dear doth ftarve (he (aid, 

The Emperor's wrath is fuch, 
He dyes, alas ! for want of Food, 

Whereof we have too much. 
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Pray Sillers, therefore, ufe fame means 

His Life for to preferve, 
And fuflfer not your Father dear, 

In Prifon for to ftarve. 
Alas ! quoth they, what (hall we do 

His hunger to fuftain ? 
You know 'tis Death for any one 

That would his Life maintain. 

And tho' we with him well, quoth they, 

We never will agree, 
To fpoil ourfelves ; we had as leif 

That he mould dye as we ; 
And Sifter, if you love yourfelf, 

Let this Attempt alone, 
Though you do ne'er fo fecret work, 

At length it will be known. 

Oh ! hath our Father brought us up 

And nourifti'd us, quoth (he, 
And (hall we now forfake him quite, 

In his Extremity : 
No, I will venture Life and Limb, 

To do my Father good; 
The word that is, I can but dye, 

To fit a Tyrant's mood. 

With that in hade, away (he hies, 

And to the Prifon goes, 
But with her woeful Father dear 

She might not fpeak, God knows ; 
Except the Emperor would grant 

Her favour in that cafe, 
The Keeper would admit no Wight 

To enter in that Place. 

Then (he unto the Emperor hies, 

And falling on her Knee, 
With wringed Hands and bitter Tears, 

Thefe Words pronounced (he : 

My 
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My hopelefs Father, Sovereign Lord, 

Offending of your Grace, 
Is judg'd unto a pining Death, 

Within a woeful Place. 

Which I confefs he hath deferv'd, 

Yet mighty Prince, quoth (he, 
Vouchfafe in gracious fort, to grant 

One Ample boon to me : 
It chanced fo, I match'd my felf 

Againfl my Father's mind, 
Whereby I did procure his Wrath, 

As Fortune hath afiign'd. 

And feeing now the time is come, 

He mud refign his Breath, 
Vouchfafe that I may fpeak to him, 

Before his Hour of Death ; 
And reconcile my felf to him, 

His favour to obtain, 
That when he dyes, I may not then 

Under his Curfe remain. 

The Emperor granted her requefl 

Conditionaly, That (he 
Each Day unto her Father came, 

Should throughly fearched be. 
No Meat nor Drink me with her brought 

To help him there diflrefl, 
But every Day fhe nouriuYd him, 

With Milk from her own Breail. 

Thus by her Milk he was prefeiVd, 

A Twelvemonth and a Day, 
And was as Fair and Fat to fee, 

Yet no Man knew which way : 
The Emperor mufing much thereat, 

At length did underfland 
How he was fed, and not his Law 

Was broke at any hand. 

11 And 
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And much admired at the fame, 

And her great Vertue (hown, 
He pardon'd him and honour'd her 

With great Preferments known, 
Her Father ever after that, 

Did love her as his Life, 
And bled the Day that (he was made 

A loving wedded Wife. 




Faithfnl 




[ 145] 




Faithful Friendfhip: Or, Alphdnfo 
and Ganfelo. 

To the Tune of Flying Fame. 



Whether the two following Songs are owing 
to the Invention of the Poet,- or whetJier 
they are grounded upon Hijiory I cannot 
fay; if on the latter ', / mufl confefs my 
Ignorance fo great, that I never was able 
to trace either of them out. I remember 
indeed an old Novel writteti on the fame 
Subjett as the former of thefe Songs, but 
that Novel I take, to be borrowed from the 
Ballad, not the Ballad from ttie Novel, 
our Song being certainly by much tlie more 
ancient; tho by comparing their Stiles, 
thofe who are unacquainted with the purity 
of the Language, gefierally ufed by thefe 
old Song-Enditers, would be apt to con- 
clude the contrary. Thofe wlw are de- 
Jirous to know how it comes to pafs that 
our old Poets excel in tJieir Stile, may fee 
this point difcufid at length in the Pre- 
face. 

In 
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T N {lately Rome fome time did dwell 
I A Man of Noble Fame, 
Who had a Son of feemly Shape, 

Alphonfo was his Name : 
When he was grown and come to Age ; 

His Father thought it bed, 
To fend his Son to Athens fair, 

Where Wifdom's School did reft. 

And when he was to Athens come, 

Good Ledlures for to learn, 
A place to board him with Delight, 

His Friends did well difcern ; 
A Noble Knight of Athens Town, 

Of him did take the Charge, 
Who had a Son Goaf do call'd, 

Juft of his Pitch and Age ; 

In Stature and in Perfon both, 

In Favour, Speech and Face, 
In Quality and Conditions, 

They 'greed in every Place : 
So like they were in all Refpe&s, 

The one unto the other, 
They were not known, but by their 

Of Father or of Mother. (Names 

And as in favour they were found 

Alike in all Refpe&s, 
Ev*n fo they did moil dearly Love, 

As prov'd by good effedts : 
Ganfelo lov'd a Lady fair, 

Which did in Athens dwell, 
Who was in Beauty peerlefs found, 

So far fhe did excel. 

Upon a time it chanced fo, 

As Fancy did him move, 
That he would vifit, for Delight, 

His Lady and his Love ; 

And 
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And to his true and faithful Friend. 

He did declare the fame, 
Asking of him if he would fee 

That fair and comely Dame. 

Alphonfo did thereto agree, 

And with Ganfelo went 
To fee the Lady which he lov*d, 

Which bred his Difcontent : 
But when he call his cryflal Eyes 

Upon her Angel Hue, 
The Beauty of that Lady bright, 

Did flrait his Heart fubdue. 

His gentle Heart fo wounded was, 

With that fair Lady's Face, 
That afterwards he daily liv*d 

In lad and woeful cafe ; 
And of his Grief he knew not how 

Therefore to make an end, 
For that he knew the Lady's Love, 

Was yielded to his Friend. 

Thus being fore perplex'd in Mind, 

Upon his Bed he lay, 
Like one whom Death and deep Defpair, 

Had almoft worn away. 
His Friend Ganfelo that did fee 

His Grief and great diflrefs, 
At length requefled for to know, 

His caufe of Heavinefs. 

With much ado at length he told 

The Truth unto his Friend ; 
Who did relieve his inward Woe, 

With Comfort to the end : 
Take Courage then, dear Friend quoth he 

Though (he through Love be mine ; 
My Right I will refign to thee, 

The Lady (hall be thine. 

You 
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You know our Favour are alike, 

Our Speech alfo likewife ; 
This Day in mine Apparel 

You fhall yourfelf difguife, 
And unto Church then (hall you go 

Directly in my Head ; 
Lo, though my Friends fuppofe 'tis I, 

You fhall the Lady wed. 

Alphonfo was fo well appaid, 

And as they had decreed, 
He went that Day and wedded plain 

The Lady there indeed : 
But when the Nuptial Feafl was done, 

And Phoebus quite was fled, 
The Lady for Ganfelo took 

Alphonfo to her Bed. 

That Night they fpent in pleafant Sport, 

And when the Day was come, 
A Pofl for fair Alphonfo came, 

To fetch him home to Rome. 
Then was the matter plainly prov*d, 

Alphonfo wedded was, 
And not Ganfelo to that Dame .* 

Which brought great Woe, alas. 

Alphonfo being gone to Rome, 

With this his Lady gay, 
Ganfelo's Friends and Kindred all, 

In fuch a Rage did flay, 
That they depriv'd him of his Wealth, 

His Land and rich Attire, 
And banifh'd him their Country quite, 

In Rage and wrathful Ire. 

With fad and penfive Thoughts, alas ! 

Ganfelo wander'd then : 
Who was conflrained thro* want, to beg 

Relief of many Men. 

In 
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In this Diflrefs oft would he fay, 

To Rome I mean to go, 
To feek Alphonfo^ my dear Friend, 

Who will relieve my Woe. 

To Rome when poor Ganfdo came, 

And found Alphonfd* Place, 
Which was fo famous, huge and fair ; 

Himfelf in fuch poor Cafe : 
He was afham'd to (hew himfelf, 

In that his poor Array, 
Saying, Alphonfo knows me well, 

If he would come this way. 

Therefore he (laid within the Street ; 

Alphonfo then came by, 
But heeded not Ganfdo poor, 

His Friend that flood fo nigh : 
Which grievM Ganfdo to the Heart, 

Quoth he, and is it fo ? 
Doth proud Alphonfo now difdain 

His Friend indeed to know. 

In defperate fort away he went, 

Into a Barn hard by, 
And prefently he drew his Knife, 

Thinking thereby to dye : 
And bitterly in Sorrow there, 

He did lament and weep, 
And being over-weight with Grief, 

He there fell fad afleep. 

While foundly there he fweetiy flept, 

Came in a murthering Thief, 
And (aw a naked Knife lie by 

This Man fo full of Grief; 
The Knife fo bright he took up flrait, 

And went away amain, 
And thrufl it in a murthered Man, 

Which he before had (lain. 

I And 
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And afterwards he went with fpeed, 

And put this bloody Knife 
Into his Hand that deeping lay, 

To fave himfelf from Strife : 
Which done, away in hafle he ran, 

And when that fearch was made, 
Ganfelo with his bloody Knife, 

Was for the Murther (laid, 



And brought before the Magiflrate, 

Who did confefs moil plain, 
That he indeed with that lame Knife, 

The murther'd Man had (lain. 
Alphonfo fitting with the Judge, 

And knowing Ganfcltfs Face, 
To fave his Friend, did fay himfelf 

Was guilty in that Cafe. 



None, quoth Alphonfo kill'd the Man, 

My Lord, but only I ; 
And therefore fet this poor Man free, 

And let me juftly die : 
Thus while for Death thefe faithful 

In flriving did proceed, (Friends, 
The Man before the Senate came, 

That did the Faft indeed. 



Who being moved with Reraorfe, 

Their friendly Hearts to fee, 
Did fay before the Judges plain 

None did the Fac~l but he. 
Thus when the Truth was plainly told, 

Of all fides Joy was feen ; 
Alphonfo did embrace his Friend, 

Which had fo woeful been. 



In 
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In rich Array he cloathed him 

As fitted his Degree, 
And help'd him to his Lands again, 

And former Dignity. 
The Murtherer for telling Truth, 

Had pardon at that Time, 
Who afterwards lamented much, 

His foul and grievous Crime. 
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A Lamentable Ballad of the 
Tragical End of a Gallant Lord 
and Virtuous Lady ; together 
with the untimely Death of their 
two Children ; wickedly per- 
formed by a Heathen ifh and 
Blood-thirfty Black-a-Moor, their 
Servant ; the like of which Cruelty 
and Murther was never heard 
of before. 

To the Tune of, The Ladys Fall, &c 

T N Rome a Nobleman did wed 
I A Virgin of great Fame, 
A" fairer Creature never did 

Dame Nature ever frame ; 
By whom he had two Children fair, 

Whofe Beauty did excel ; 
They were their Parents only Joy, 

They lovVl them both fo well 

The Lord he lov'd to hunt the Buck, 

The Tyger and the Boar : 
And flill for Swiftnefs always took 

With him a Black-a-Moor; 
Which Black-a-Moor within the Wood 

His Lord he did offend; 
For which he did him then correal, 

In hopes he would amend. 

The 
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The Day it grew unto an end, 

Then homewards he did hade, 
Where with his Lady he did reft, 

Until the Night was pad. 
Then in the Morning he did rife, 

And did his Servants call, 
A hunting he provides to go, 

Straight they were ready all. 

To caufe the Toyl the Lady did 

Intreat him rot to go : 
Alas, good Lady, then quoth he, 

Why art thou grieved fo ? 
Content thy felf, I will return 

With fpeed to thee again, 
Good Father, quoth the little Babes, 

With us here ftill remain. 

Farewel, dear Children, I will go 

A fine thing for to buy. 
But they therewith. nothing content. 

Aloud began to cry : ' 
The Mother takes them by the Hand, 

Saying, Come, go with me 
Unto the highefl Tower, where 

Your Father you Jhatt fee* 

The Black-a-Moor perceiving now, 

Who then did flay behind, 
His Lord to be a hunting gone, 

Began to call to mind. 
My Mailer he did .me correct, 

My Fault not being great ; 
Now of his Wife I'll be reveng'd, 

She (hall not me intreat 

The Place was moted round about, 

The Bridge he up did draw ; 
The Gates he bolted very fail, 

Of none he flood in Awe. 

I 3 He 
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He up into the Tower went, 

The Lady being there, 
Who when fhe faw his Countenance grim, 

She (Iraight began to fear. 

But now my trembling Heart it quakes 

To think what I mufl write, 
My Sences all begin to fail, 

My Soul it doth affright : 
Yet mufl I make an end of this, 

Which here I have begun, 
Which will make fad the hardefl Heart, 

Before that I have done. 

This Wretch unto the Lady went, 

And her with fpeed did will, 
His Lull forthwith to fatisfy, 

His Mind for to fulfil : 
The Lady fhe amazed was, 

To hear the Villain fpeak ; 
Alas, quoth fhe, what fhall I do ? 

With Grief my Heart will break. 

With that he took her in his Arms, 

She flraight for Help did cry : 
Content your felf, Lady, he faid, 

Your Husband is not nigh : 
The Bridge is drawn, the Gates are fliut, 

Therefore come lye with me, 
Or elfe I do protefl and vow, 

Thy Butcher I will be. 

The cryflal Tears ran down her Face, 

Her Children cry*d amain, 
And fought to help their Mother dear, 

But all it was in vain ; 
For that egregious filthy Rogue, 

Her Hands behind her bound, 
And then perforce with all his might, 

He threw her on the ground. 

With 
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With that (he Ihriek'd, . her Children 

And fuch a Noife did make, (cry'd 

That Towns-folks hearing her Laments, 

Did feek their parts to take : 
But all in vain, no way was found 

To help the Lady's need, 
Who cr/d to them moil piteoufly, 

O help, O help with fpeed 

Some run into the Forefl wide, 

Her Lord home for to call ; 
And they that flood ilill did lament 

This gallant Lady's FalL 
With fpeed her Lord came polling 

He could not enter in, ^ (home, 
His Lady's Cries did pierce his Heart, 

To call he did begin. 

O hold thy Hand, thou lavage Moor, 

To hurt her do forbear, 
Or elfe be fure if I do live, 

Wild Horfes (hall thee tear. 
With that the Rogue ran to the Wall, 

He having had his Will, 
And brought one Child under his Arm, 

His dearefl Blood to fpilL 

The Child feeing his Father there, 

To him for help did call : 
O Father help my Mother dear, 

We (hall be killed all. 
Then fell the Lord upon his Knee, 

And did the Moor intreat, 
To lave the Life of this poor Child, 

Whole Fear was then fo great 

But this vile Wretch the little Child* 

By both the Heels did take, 
And dafh'd his Brains againd the Wall, 

Whilll Parents Hearts did ake : 

I 4 That 
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That being done flraightway he ran 

The other Child to fetch, 
And pluck'd it from the Mother's Bread, 

Mod like a cruel Wretch. 

Within one Hand a Knife he brought, 

The Child within the other ; 
And holding it over the Wall 

Saying, thus (hall dye thy Mother ; 
With that he cut the Throat of it, 

Then to the Father he did call, 
To look how he the Head did cut, 

And down the Head did falL 

This done, he threw it down the Wall, 

Into the Mote fo deep : 
Which made the Father wring his Hands, 

And grievoufly to weep : 
Then to the I^ady went this Rogue, 

Who was near dead with fear, 
Yet this vile Wretch mod cruelly 

Did drag her by the Hair. 

And drew her to the 'very Wall, 

Which when her Lord did fee ; 
Then prefently he cryed out, 

And fell upon his Knee, 
Quoth he, if thou wilt fave her Life, 

Whom I do love fo dear ; 
I will forgive thee all is pad, 

Though they concern me near. 

O fave her Life, I thee befeech ; 

O fave her, I thee pray, 
And I will grant thee what thou wilt 

Demand of me this Day. . 
Well, quoth the "Moor, I do regard 

The Moan that thou dod make : 
If thou wilt grant me what I ask, 

I'll fave her for thy fake. 



O fave 
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O fave her Life, and then demand 

Of me what thing thou wilt : 
Cut off thy Nofe, and not one drop 

Of her Blood (hall be fpilt. 
With that the Lord prefently took 

A Knife within his Hand, 
And then his Nofe he quite cut off, 

In place where he did Hand. 

Now I have bought my Lady's Life, 

He to the Moor did call : 
Then take her, quoth this wicked Rogue, 

And down he let her falL 
Which when her Gallant Lord did fee 

His Sences all did fail ; 
Yet many fought to fave his Life, 

But nothing could prevail. 

When as the Moor did fee him Dead, 

Then did he laugh amain, 
At them who for their Gallant Lord 

And Lady did complain : 
Quoth he, I know you'll torture me, 

If that you can me get, 
But all your threats I do not fear, 

Nor yet regard one whit 

Wild Horfes (hall my Body tear, 

I know it to be true, 
But 111 prevent you of that pain: 

And down himfelf he threw. 
Too good a Death for fuch a Wretch, 

A Villain void of fear ; 
And thus doth end as fad a Tale, 

As ever Man did hear. 
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A pleafant BALLAD of TOBIAS: 
Wherein is (hewed what wonder- 
ful Things chanced to him in his 
Youth ; and how he wedded a 
young Damofel that had Seven 
Husbands, but never enjoy'd their 
Company, being all Slain by an 
Evil Spirit 

Among/l ourfcarceft old Ballads, there are 
a great number written on Scripture Stories; 
fuch are the Deftrufiion of Sodom, David 
and Berfheba, and a great many more 
which I intended at firft to make ufe of, 
but was advifed to the contrary by a 
Friend> who told me, that, for want of 
other Employment, I might draw the C — , 
upon my back They are afet of People I 
muft confefs that I would by no means 
have any Difpute with, I fhall therefore 
renounce all the Stories dratvn from Ca- 
nonical Books, and meddle with none but 
what are taken out of the Apocrypha 
wfuch, as I am inform' d> thefe Gentlemen 
have no dirett claim to. The following 
Story of Tobit and his Son is pretty long, 
but for the benefit of thofe who have not, 
or do not care for reading Fourteen Chap- 
ters, 
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tersy IJkallgive asjhort an Abftrall of it 
as pofjibly I can. Old Tobit was a Man 
who delighted very much in Pious and 
Charitable Works, in the Profecution of 
which he loft his Sight ; for laying under 
a Wall to purify kimfelf after having 
burieda poor Brother , the Sparrows dunged, 
or > as I think the Apocryphal Tranflator 
calls it, muted in his Eyes, and a white 
Film grew over them. 

There was it feems at the fame time in 
Media, another Jew, one Raguel by 
Name, who had an only Daughter caWd 
Sarah, good and virtuous, but beloved by 
an Evil Spirit \ who would fuffer no Man 
to come near her ; forfhe had. been marred 
Seven times, and on the bridal Nights the 
feveral Husbands had been flain, and 
Sarah being reproached by her Mother's 
Maids, had recourfe to Prayer \ upon which 
the Angel Raphael was fent down to 
her afjfjftance, and to that of Tobit, who 
had loft his Eye Sights and this the rather, 
becaufe his Son Tobias was next of kin 
to Sarah, and by the Law of Mofes, obli- 
ged to Marry her. 

Mean while Tobit feeling himfelf decay 
apace y calFd his Son Tobias, and told him. 
That in the time of his Profperity, he 
had lent one Gabael, who lived in Media 
Ten Talents of Silver, advifing him to go 
and demand the Money, at the fame time 
giving him Gabael'.? promifory Note. 
Tobias not knowing the way, fought a 
12 Guide, 
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Guide j and the Angel Raphael, who had 
affumed the Jhape of a Man, and caltd 
himfelfAzarias, offefdhimfelf and they went 
together. On the Road a large Fijh leafd 
out of the Sea, which would have devoured 
Tobias, but by his Guides Advice hf 
kilfd it, and took out the Heart, Liver 
and Gall; the Smoke of the two former it 
feems was good to drive away Evil Spirits, 
and the lq/l would cure Sore Eyes, or Blind- 
nefs y and they thendrefs'd the Fifh and eat it 
In their way they took RaguelV Houfe,faw 
Sarah, and a Match between her and Tobias 
was concluded. At Night the Bridegroom 
burnt the Heart and Liver of the Fifh, and 
the Devil fled away into Egypt,and was chai- 
ned up by the Angel; then Tobias made his 
Bride get out of Bed^and after they had been 
at Prayers they lay down and flept. Azarias 
went on and received the Money of Gabael, 
after whichtlieyallreturttdhometo Old To- 
bit, wlwfeEyes were cured by the Gall of the 
Fifh,andtheA ngelbeforehedepartedrevealed 
himjelfto them. 



In 
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IN Nineve old Toby dwelt, 
An agetf Man, and blind was he, 
And much Affliction he had felt, 
Which brought him unto Mifery : 

He had by Anna, his true Wife, 

One only Son, and eke no more, 
Which was the Comfort of his Life, 

And he by him did fet great (lore. 

He brought him up moil virtuoufly, 

In true Obedience and in awe, 
And every Day he did apply, 

To fear the Lord, and keep his Law. 

Upon a time it came to pafs 

He call'd his Son to him with fpeed, 

And thus to him thefe Words did frame, 
My Son quoth he, thou know*(l my Need; 

Thou mud unto Gabael go, 

To jRagutTs Houfe in Media Land, 
For I did lend him long ago 

Ten Talents, on his only Bond. 

My Father dear, Tobias faid, 

At your command ftrait will I go ; 
How (hall I get the Money paid, 

Seeing the Man I ne'er did know? 

Take then the Writings here with thee, 

Which is fufficient to be feen; 
And get a Guide to go with thee, 

Since thou the way had never been. 

A Guide Tobias foon had got. 

An Angel in the fliape of Man, 
Which thing he did not know, God wot, 

The Lord had fo appointed then. 

Tobias 
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Tobias, with his Blefled Guide, 
Went on his Journey thus with fpeed, 

Until they came to Tigris fide : 
At the fair Flood they did abide. 

Tobias would go walh him there, 
By reafon of the Summer's heat ; 

A mighty Fifh put him in fear, 
Which leapt out of the Waters deep. 

Cut up the Fifh, the Angel (aid, 
And keep the Liver, Heart and Gall, 

To do the fame be not afraid, 

Great Cures there (hall be done withaL 

When this was done away they went, 
And coming near their Journey's end, 

We'll lodge to Night, the Angel laid, 
With Ragud thy Father's Friend. 

He hath a Daughter fair of Face, 

And alio of a virtuous Life ; 
And when we come unto that Place 

I'll fpeak, that (he may be thy Wife. 

Why, AzariaSy then quoth he, 
(For fo they did the Angel call) 

I will Ihe is no Wife for me, 

Swift Death doth on her Lovers falL 

Seven Men to her have married been, 
Which in her Love did take delight, 

When her Bed-Chamber they had feen, 
They have not lived half the Night. 

A wicked Spirit loves her fo 

He will not fuffer any Man, 
With her into the Bed to go, 

But works his Death do what he can. 



The 
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The Angel faid, Good Courage take, 
For fo it fhall not be with thee, 

For fuch Perfumes I will thee make, 
The wicked Spirit away (hall flee. 

To RagueTs Houfe away they run, 
Where Sarah met them, fair and bright, 

And after Salutations done, 

She brought them to her Father's fight 

Great Cheer there was, and down they fat, 
And all for young Tobias's fake, 

And after long and pleafant chat, 
Betwixt them two a Match they make. 

By Afofefs Law they married were, 

The Bride's Bed-Chamber prepared like- 
When young Tobias came in there, (wife 
The Tears fell down from Sarah's Eyes. 

A Pan of Coals, he brought, with him, 
The Fifh's Heart and liver there, 

Within the Fire he did cafl in, 
Which cafl a favour every where : 

And by that fweet, and pleafant fmell 
The wicked Spirit was difplac'd ; 

Within that Room he could not dwell, 
And therefore out he went in hafte. 

In Bed they laid this beauteous Bride, 
The Chamber-door was fhut therefore ; 

Young Toby lying by her fide, 
Whom they did think to fee no more. 

And therefore Ragud in the Night 
For him before hand made a Grave ; 

And.to his Wife he wept and faid, 
There is no means his Life to fave. 



One 
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One of the Maidens fend, quoth he, 

To fee how all the matter (lands, 
And if fo be that dead he be 

He mall be buried by my hands. 

This Maiden joyful News did bring, 

Tobias is alive, quoth (he : 
When Ragud heared of this thing, 

He did rejoyce exceedingly. 

For joy he made a folemn Feaft, 

The Bridal Fourteen Days they kept, 
There came many a friendly Gueft ; 

In forrow now no more they flept 

Then Azarias went (Iraight way 

And to the Feaft, Gabad brought ; 
Rejoycing at his Marriage-Day, 

And paid the Money that he ought 

But yet Old Toby and his Wife, 

Did all this while in forrow dwell, 
They thought their Son had loft his Life 

Aiid nothing could their Grief expel. 

His aged Mother every Day 

Did watch the High-way-fide ; 
And for his welfare oft did pray, 

No Meat nor Drink (he could abide. 

But when the Wedding ended was, 

Young Tody, with his lovely Bride 
To Nineve did homeward pafs, 

With Goods and Chattels on each fide. 

But Toby and his Angel bright, 

Before his Wife made haile to go 
For to prepare all Things aright, 

His lovely Bride to welcome ho. 

His 
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His Mother watching in the way, 
Full foon efpyed her tender Son ; 

Rejoycing at that happy Day, 
She told her Husband he was come. 

Whereat old Toby tumbled out, 
For he was Blind and could not See ; 

Young Toby with the Fifli's Gall, 
Rubb'd both his Eyes immediately. 

Whereat the whitenefs of his Eyes, 
Incontinent did fall out quite, 

So that before he did arife, 

He had again his perfect Sight : 

Great Joy there was on every fide 
Young Toby told his Father all ; 

Who went to meet his lovely Bride 
With Joy and Mirth that was not fmall 




The 



[ 166] 




The Overthrow of proud Holofemes, 
and the Triumph of virtuous Queen 
Judith. 

The Hiftory of Judith is related Jo at large in 
the following Song, that an Introduction would 
be Superfluous, and her Panegyrick is a Task 
far above my Pen ; we have Examples of 
Women who have facrificed their Lives for 
their Country , but I believe her the Pheenix 
of her Sex, the only one who had ever Courage 
enough tojacrifice her Honour info glorious a 
Caufe ; and thd a Jlrift Obferver of the 
Law of Mqfes, JJie rather chofe to fubmit to 
an uncircumcifed Lover, than to fee the Walls 
of her City ra£d, and its Inhabitants flarv'd 
or put to the Sword. 



WHen King Nebuchadnezar, 
was puffed up with Pride, 
He fent forth many Men of War 

by Holof ernes Guide ; 
To plague and spoil the World throughout 

By fierce Bel/ona's Rod, 
That would not fear and honour him, 
And 'knowledge him their God. 

Which 
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Which when the holy Ifraelites 

Did truly underftand, 
For to prevent this Tyranny, 

They fortified their Land : 
Their Towns and (lately Cities flrong 

They did with Vidluals (lore ; 
Their warlike Weapons they prepaid 

Their furious Foe to gore. 

When (lately Holofernes then 

Had knowledge of that thing, 
That they had thus prepaid themfelves 

For to withftand the King; 
Quoth he, What God is able now 

To keep thefe Men from me? 
Is there a Greater than our King, 

Whom all Men fear to fee? 

Come, march with me, therefore he faid, 

My Captains every one ; 
And firft unto Bethulia 

With fpeed let us be gone: 
I will deftroy each Mother's Son 

That is within the Land, 
Their God (hall not deliver them 

Out of my furious Hand. 

Wherefore about Bethulia, 

That little City then, 
On Foot he planted up and down 

An Hundred Thoufand Men ; 
Twelve thoufand more on Horfes brave, 

About the Town had he : . 
He (lopt their Springs and Water-Pipes, 

To work their Mifery. 

When four and thirty Days they had 

With Wars befieged been, 
The poor Bethulians at that time, 

So thrifty then were feen, 

That 
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That they were like to flarve and dye, 
They were both weak and faint; 

The People 'gainfl the Rulers cry, 
And this was their Complaint : 

Better it is for us, quoth they, 

To yield unto our Foe, 
Than by this great and grivous Third, 

To be deflroyed fo : 
O render up the Town therefore, 

We are forfaken quite ; 
There is no means to efcape their Hands : 

Who might efcape their Might? 

When as their grieved Rulers heard 

The Clamours which they made, 
Good People be content, faid they 

And be no whit difmay'd; 
Yet five Days flay in hope of Health, 

God will reward your Woe : 
But if by then no Succour come, 

We'll yield unto our Foe. 

Then Judith prudent princely Dame, 

Had Tydings of this thing, 
Which was Manqffes's beauteous Wife, 

That fometimes was their King, 
Why tempt ye God fo fore, (he faid, 

Before all Men this Day, 
Whom mortal Men in Confidence ought 

To fear and eke obey 1 

If you will grant me Leave quoth (he, 

To pafs abroad this Night, 
To Holof ernes I will go, 

For all his furious Might .- 
But what I there intend to do, 

Enquire not now of me : 
Go then in Peace, fair Dame they faid, 

And God be dill with thee. 



When 
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When (he from them was gotten home, 

Within her Palace-gate, 
She called to her chiefed Maid, 

That on her then did wait : 
Bring me my bed Attire, quothe (he, 

And Jewels of fine Gold, 
And wa(h me with the fined Balms, 

That are for Silver fold. 

The faired and the riched Robe, 

That then (he did poflefs, 
Upon her dainty Corpfe (he put, 

And eke her Hair did drefs : 
With codly Pearls and precious Stones, 

And Ear-rings of fine Gold ; 
That like an Angel (he did feem, 

Mod fweet for to behold : 

A Pot of fweet and pleafant Oil, 

She took with her that time, 
A Bag of Figs, and fine Wheat-flower, 

A Bottle of fine Wine : 
Becaufe (he would not eat with them, 

That worfliip Gods of Stone ; 
And from her City thus (he went, 

With one poor Maid alone. 

Much Ground alas, (he had not gone, 

Out of her own City ; 
But that the Centinels efpy*d 

A Woman wond'rous pritty : 
From whence came you, fair Maid, quoth 

And where walk you fo late ? (they, 
From yonder Town good Sirs quoth (he, 

Unto your Lord of high Eflate. 

When they did mark and view her well, 

And faw her (air Beauty ; 
And therewithal her rich Array, 

So gorgeous to the Eye : 



They 
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They were amazed in their Minds, 

So fair a Dame to fee, 
They fet her in a Chariot then, 

In Place of high Degree : 

An hundred proper chofen Men, 

They did appoint likewife, 
To wait on princely Judith there, 

Whofe Beauty chea^d their Eyes : 
And all the Soldiers running came, 

To view her as (he went : 
And thus with her they pafl along, 

Unto their General's Tent 

Then came his (lately Guard in hade, 

Fair Judith for to meet ; 
And to their high renowned Lord, 

They brought this Lady fweet : 
And then before his Honour, 

Upon her Knee (he fell, 
Her Beauty bright made him to mufe, 

So far (he did excel. 

Rife up renowned Dame, quoth he. 

The Glory of thy Kind, 
And be no whit amaz'd at all, 

To (hew to me thy Mind. 
When (he had utter'd her Intent, 

Her Wit amaz'd them all, 
And Holof ernes (Irait therewith, 

By Love was brought to Thrall : 

And bearing in his lofty Bread 

The Flames of hot defire, 
He granted every thinja; to her, 

She did of him require : 
Each Night therefore he gave her leave 

To walk abroad to pray, 
According to her own Requed, 

Which (he had made that Day. 

Whfen 
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When fhe in Camp had three Days been 

Near Holofernes Tent, 
His chiefefl Friend, Lord Treafurer, 

Unto her then he fent : 
Fair Dame quoth he my Lord commands, 

This Night your Company. 
Quoth fhe, I will not my dear Lord 

In any thing deny. 

A very great and fumptuous Feafl 

Did Holofernes make, 
Amongft the Lords and valiant Knights, 

And all for Judiths fake : 
But of their Dainties in no cafe 

Would virtuous Judith tafle : 
Yet Holofernes merry was, 

So near him fhe was plac'd. 

And being very pleafantly 

Difpofed at that time, 
He drunk with them abundantly 

Of flrong delicious Wine : 
So that his Strength and Memory, 

So far from him was fled, 
They laid him down, and Judith then 

Was brought unto his Bed. 

When all the Doors about were fhut, 

And every one was gone, 
Hard by the Pillow of his Bed, 

His Sword fhe 'fpyM anon : 
Then down fhe took it prefently ; 

To God for Strength fhe pray'd, 
She cut his Head from Shoulders quite, 

And gave it to her Maid. 

The rich and golden Canopy, 

That hung over his Bed, 
She took the fame with her likewife, 

With Holofernes Head ; 

And 
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And thus thro 1 all the Court of Guards, 

She Tcaped clean away, 
None did her flay, thinking that (he 

Had gone forth for to pray. 

When (he had thus efcaped quite 

The Danger of them all, 
And that (he was come near unto 

The befieged City's Wall : 
Come open me the Gates, quoth (he, 

Our Foe the Lord hath (lain, 
See here his Head within my Hand, 

That bore fo great a Fame. 

• 

Upon a Pole they pitcht his Head, 

That all Men might it 'fpy, 
And o'er the City-wall forthwith, 

They fet it prefendy : 
Then all the Soldiers in the Town 

March'd forth in rich Array, 
But foon their Foes 'fp/d their Approach, 

For 'twas at break of Day. 

Then running haflily to call 

Their General out of Bed, 
They found his Iifelefs Body there, 

But clean without his Head : 
When this was known, all in amaze, 

They fled away each Man, 
They left their Tents full rich behind, 

And fo away they ran. 

Lo here, behold how God provides 

For them that in him truft, 
When earthly Hopes are all in vain, 

He takes us from the Dufl : 
How often hath our Judith fav*d 

And kept us from Decay, 
'Gainft Holofernes and the Pope, 

As may be feen this Day ? 

The 
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The wanton Wife of Bath. 



To the Tune of, Flying Fame, &c 

7* need Ttot acquaint my Readers that the follow- 
ing Story is borrowed from old Chaucer. 
The Ballad it f elf has always been efteewid, 
and even Mr. Addifon has commended it, 
whofe Judgment in Poetry 9 1 believe never 
was cUfputed. Inoneof his Spectators he has 
recourfe to tfie Authority of this Song to 
prove fomething he offer ts, and does it in 
thefe Words. That excellent old Ballad 
oi the wanton Wife of Bath y has the follow- 
ing Lines, And I Jfhould think it a Piece 
oflnju/Hce to the Memory of our Englifh 
Bard, if I did not obferve that this great 
Man having occafion to give us fome Lines 
oj "Ovid upon thtfame Subj e£l y has firjl quo- 
ted our Song Enditer, and then the Ro- 
man. 



IN Bath a wanton Wife did dwell, 
As Chaucer he doth write ; 
Who did in Pleafure fpend her Days, 
In many a fond Delight 

K 



Unto 
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Upon a time fore fick fhe was, 

And at the length did dye ; 
Her Soul at lafl at Heaven's Gate, 

Did knock mofl mightily. 

Then Adam came unto the Gate, 

Who knocketh there ? quoth he : 
I am the Wife of Bath, fhe faid, 

And fain would come to thee. 

Thou art a Sinner, Adam (aid, 

And here no Place (hall have, 
Alas for you, good Sir, (he faid, 

Now gip you doting Knave* 

I will come in, in fpight (he faid, 

Of all fuch Churles as thee ; 
Thou wert the Caufer of our Woe, 

Our Pain and Mifery ; 

And firfl broke God's Commandments, 

In pleafure of thy Wife : 
When Adam heard her tell this Tale, 

He run away for Life. 

Then down came Jacob at the Gate, 

And bids her pack to Hell, 
Thou falfe Deceiver, why, faid (he, 

Thou ma/ft be there as well. 

For thou deceiv'd'ft thy Father dear, 

And thine own Brother too. 
Away went. Jacob prefently, 

And made no more ado. 

She knocks again with might and main, 

And Lot he chides her (Irak : 
Why theh, quoth (he, thou drunken Afs, 

Who bid thee here to wait 

With 
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With thy two Daughters thou did'fl lye, 

On them two Baflards got ; 
And thus mod tauntingly (he chaft 

Againfl poor filly Lot 

Who calleth there, quoth Judith then, 
With fuch fhrill founding Notes 1 

This fine Minks furely cannot hear, 
Quoth fhe, for cutting Throats. 

Good Lord, how Judith blufh'd for fhame 

When fhe heard her fay fo ; 
King David hearing of the fame, 

He to the Gate did go. 

Quoth David, who knocks there fo loud, 

And maketh all this Strife ! 
You were more kind, good Sir, fhe (aid, 

Unto Uriah'* Wife. 

And when thou caufed'fl thy Servant 

In Battle to be (lain, 
Thou caufed'fl then more flrife than I, 

Who would come here fo fain. 

The Woman's mad, faid Solomon, 

That thus doth taunt a King. 
Not half fo mad as you, fhe faid, 

I know in many a thing. 

Thou haddefl feven Hundred Wives, 
For whom thou did'fl provide, 

Yet for all this, three hundred Whores, 
Thou did'fl maintain befide. 

And thofe made thee forfake thy God, 
And worfhip Stocks and Stones, 

Betides the charge they put thee to 
In breeding of young Bones. 
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Had'fl thou not been befides thy Wits, 
Thou would'ft not thus have ventur'd ; 

And therefore I do marvel much, 
How thou this Place haft entered. 

I never heard, quoth Jonas then, 

So vile a Scold as this, 
Thou Whore-fon run away, quoth (he, 

Thou diddeft more amifs. 

I think, quoth Thomas Women's Tongues 

Of Afpen-Leaves are made. 
Thou unbelieving Wretch, quoth (he, 

All is not true that's faid. 

When Mary Magd'Ien heard her then, 

She came unto the Gate, 
Quoth (he, good Woman, you mud think 

Upon your former State. 

No Sinner enters in this Place, 

Quoth Mary Magdalen then. 
'Twere ill for you, fair Miftrefs mild 

She anfwer'd her again : 

You for your Honefty, quoth (he, 

Should once be (lon'd to Death, 
Had not our Saviour Chrift come by, 

And written on the Earth* 

It was not your Occupation, 

You are become divine, 
I hope my Soul in Chrift's Paflion 

Shall be as fafe as thine. 

Then rofe the good Apoftle Paul, 

Unto this Wife he ciyd, 
Except thou (hake thy Sins away, 

Thou here (halt be deny'd. 

Remember 
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Remember Paul, what thou hail done, 

All thro* a lewd Defire, 
How thou did'il perfecute God's Church, 

With Wrath as hot as fire. 

Then up darts Peter at the lafl, 

And to the Gate he highs, 
Fond Fool, quoth he, knock not fo fail, 

Thou wearied Chrifl with Cries. 

Peter, faid fhe, content thy felf, 

For Mercy may be won, 
I never did deny my Chriil, 

As thou thy felf hail done. 

When as our Saviour Chriil heard this, 
With heavenly Angels bright, 

He comes unto this finful Soul, 
Who trembled at his Sight. 

Of him for Mercy ihe did crave, 

Quoth he, thou hail refus'd 
My profFeiM Grace, and Mercy both, 

And much my Name abus'd. 

Sore have fjinn'd, O Lord, Jhef aid, 

And f pent my time in vain. 
But bring me like a wand 1 ring Sheep 

Into thy Flock again : 

O Lord my God, I will amend 

My former wicked Vice. 
The Thief at thefe poor filly Words, 

Pail into Paradice. 

My Laws and my Commandments, 
Saith Chriil, were known to thee, 

But of the fame in any wife, 
Not yet one Word did ye. 
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I grant the fame, O Lord, quoth (he, 

Moil lewdly did I live, 
But yet the loving Father did 

His prodigal Son forgive. 

So I forgive thy Soul, he laid, 
Through thy repenting Cry, 

Come you therefore into my Joy, 
I will not thee deny. 




The 
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The Ballad of Tom and Will. 

Mo/lofthefollowingSongsl>eingwrittenonHu~ 
m&rousSubje£ls,anditbeingimpoffi,bletofay 
fomething new of every one, I /hall give 'em 
my Reader without any Introduction. The 
lajl of em, the Spanifh Lady's Love, I have 
been very much imp or tun d to infert in this 
Collection. 

*^T*OM and Will were Shepherds Swains, 

I That hVd and lov'd together, 
When fair Pajlora croft their Plains 

Alas, why came (he thither; 
For tho* they fed two feveral Flocks, 

They felt but one Defire : 
Pqflora's Eyes and Amber Locks 

Set both their Hearts on fire. 

Tom came of a genteel Race, 

By Father and by Mother; 
Will was Noble, but alas, 

He was a younger Brother. 
Tom was forlorn, Will was fad, 

No Huntfman nor no Fowler; 
Tom was held the properer Lad, 

But WiU the better Bowler. 

Tom was young, but fomething bald, 

It feem'd no Imperfection; 
Will was grey, but yet not old, 

And browner of Complexion : 

K 4 The 



The touching Flames their Breads did 
They could no longer (mother, (bear 

For tho' they knew they Rivals were, 
They (lill lov'd one another. 

Tom would drink her Health and fwear, 

His very Ghoft (hould haunt her; 
Will would take her by the Ear, 

And with his Voice inchaunt her; 
Tom kept always in her Sight, 

And ne'er forgot his Duty, 
But Will was witty, and could write 

Sweet Sonnets on her Beauty. 

Pajlora was a lovely Lafs, 

And of a gentle Nature, 
Divinely good and fair (he was 

And kind to every Creature; 
Of Favours (he was provident, 

But yet not over-fparing ; 
She gave no loofe Encouragement, 

Yet kept Men from defpairing. 

Which of thefe two (he loved mod, 

Or whether (he lov'd either, 
'Tis thought they'll find it to their Cod, 

That (he indeed lov'd neither; 
Yet fo charming, fo fweet was (he, 

So pleafing of Behaviour, 
That Tom thought he, and Will thought he, 

Was chiefed in her Favour. 

Thus did (he handle Tom and Will 

Who both did dote upon her, 
For gracioufly (he us'd them dill, 

Yet dill prefeiVd her Honour ; 
She dealt her Favours equally, 

They both were well contented, 
And kept them dill from Jealoufy 

Not eafily prevented. 



Till 
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Till tattling Fame had made report, 

Of fair Pa/lords Beauty, 
PaflorcCs fent for to the Court, 

There to perform her Duty : 
Unto the Court Paflorcts gone, 

There were no Court without her, 
The Queen amongft her Train, had none 

Was half fo fair about her. 

Tom hang'd his Dog, and call away 

His Shepherd's Hook and Wallet ; 
Will broke his Pipe, and curs'd the Day 

That e'er he made a Ballad : 
Their Nine-Pins and their Bowls they break 

Their Sports were turn'd to Tears ; 
'Tis time for me an end to make, 

Let them go (hake their Ears. 
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ROGER'S Delight: Or, the W& 
Country Chrift'ning and Gof- 

iiping. ...... 



To the Tune of Cold and Raw. 



WHen Sol had left his weary Teams, 
And turn'd his Steeds a Grazing, 
Ten Fathom deep in Neptune's Streams, 

He his Thetis lay embracing ; 
The Stars tript in the Firmament, 

Like School-Boys on a Play-Day ; 
The Country Lafles a Muming went, 
Like Milk-maids on a May-Day* 

Then apace grew on the Grey Morn, 

When the Herd-Man's Flocks were Lowing, 
And amongft the Poultry in the Barn, 

The Plow-man's Cocks were Crowing : 
Whilft Roger he dream'd of Golden Joys, 

Was waVd by a Revel-rout, Sir, 
And Cicely lhe tells him he needs muft rife, 

For his yuggy was crying out, Sir. 

Not half fo fad the Cup went round, 

At the tapping of good Ale-Ferkin, 
As Roger his Hofe and Shoes had found, 

And button'd his Leather Jerkin ; 
Grey Mare was faddled with wond'rous fpeed, 

With Pillion and buttock'd aright Sir, 
And for an old Midwife away he rid, 

To bring the poor Kid to light, Sir. 

Oh 
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Oh good Mother ! I pray get up, 

For the Fruits of my Labour it's now come, 
And there it lyes draggling in Jugg^s Womb, 

But it cannot get out till you come. 
Ill help her, quoth the old Hag, ne'er doubt, 

Thy Jfuggy mall be well again, Boy, 
And Ife warrant that Ife get the Kid out 

As well as thou gottefl it in, Boy. 

Grey Mare they mount, and away they ride, 

No Whip nor Spur was wanting ; 
As foon as the old Hag enter'd the Room, 

Then hoop cry'd out the Bantling : 
A Female Chit, fo fmall it was born, 

You might put it into a Flaggon, 
And it mufl be chriften'd that very Morn, 
. For fear it mould dye a Pagan. 

The Robin and Doll, with condant Kate 

Were Goffips for this great Chrifl'ning, 
And the good Wives did merrily prate, 

Whilfl Juggy in Bed lay lid'ning : 
They talked of this, and they talk'd of that, 

Of Chatting they were not fparing, 
Some laid it was fo fmall a Brat, 

'Twas hardly worth the rearing. 

Then Roger he dratted about the Hall, 

As great as the Prince of Conde ; 
What if her Parts they are but fmall, 

They will be bigger one Day : 
What if her Legs and Thighs lie clofe, 

As little as any Spider, 
You need not fear, e'er feventeen Years, 

She'll lig them a little wider : 

For then (he'll be a Woman grown, 

Til lay Five Pounds in Money, 
And have a little one of her own, 

As well as yug my Honey : 

The 
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Thefe will be joyful Days to fee, 

I'll fludy for to advance her, 
That Jfuggy may a Granny be, 

Then I (hall be a Grandure. 

The Nappy Ale went fairly round, 

As brown as any Berry, 
With which the good Wives being crown'd, 

They all were Brisk and Merry ; 
Whilft Roger he tura'd Cups over his Thumb 

To every honed Neighbour, 
Saying, A Twelve-month hence pray come, 

Once more to my Jugg^s Labour. 




The 
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The Cowardly Clown of Flanders 
Cuckolded. 

4N honed Man as I am told, 
He was a Cuckold made ; 
his fweet Wife, a Spaniard bold, 
The wanton Frolick plaid. 
I'll tell you how it came to pals, 

If you'll attend a while ; 
A Guinea to a fingle Groat, 
This Song will make you fmile. 

In Flanders fair, a fimple Clown, 

As he travelling had been ; 
Bringing his Wife in Company, 

Came late into his Inn : 
A Spanijh Soldier being there, 

A Guefl unto the Place. 
No fooner faw, but lik'd his Wife ; 

She had a comely Face. 

Her Cheeks for curious Red and White 

The like is feldom feen ; 
All over charming Beauty bright, 

And of a courteous Meen ; 
The Soldier then his Weapon drew, 

And flood upon his Guard, 
And vow*d he'd have a touch or two, 

Or it fhou'd 'fcape him hard. 

No Red or Quiet could he take, 

For Cupid's loud Alarms : 
Free Plunder he refolved to make 

Of her Delightful Charms. 

He 
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He watch'd when they were gone to Bed, 

Then boldly in comes he, 
And never faid, Friend, by your leave, 

But made their Number three. 

He clafp'd her round her tender Wafle, 

And fairly fell to work ; 
She had not oft been fo embraced, 

He pleas'd her at a Jerk : 
The Clown lay ftill and felt a flir, 

But durfl not fpeak for's Life : 
At length his Patience was fo mov'd, 

He foftly jogg'd his Wife. 

And laid to her prithee intreat 

The Spaniard to be flilL 
To fpeak Spanijh, Man, quoth (he, 

You know I have no Skill. 
But Husband, if you pleafe to rife, 

And to the Sexton go, 
He underflandeth Spanijh well, 

Aifuredly I know. 

Faith, and 111 fetch him ftrait, quoth he, 

And fo the Ruflick rofe, 
And foftly fneaking out o' Door, 

About his Meflage goes: 
Mean time imagine what you will, 

To me it is unknown : 
But e'er her Husband came again, 

The Spaniard he was gone. 

Which when the fimple Man perceiv'd, 

He fell to Domineer ; 
O Wife, faid he, for Twenty Pound 

I would he had been here, 
This Cudgel mould have thrafh'd his Hide 

Till all his Bones were broke : 
That I would have been fatisfy'd, 

'Caufe he did me provoke. 

By 



[ 187] 

By this chaftizing Hand of mine. 

He fliould have felt the Smart : 
I know he had fome bafe defign, 

Which vex'd me to the Heart 
Tell me, Sweet heart, when I was gone,- 

How long the Knave did flay % 
Quoth (he, You fcarce was out of Doors 

Before he ran away. 

Wife, quoth the Clown, thou mak'ft me 

That I did fear him thus : (laugh, 
Come let us take a little nap, 

For his diflurbing us ; 
You fee what comes of Policy, 

And good difcretion Wife, 
If I had been fome hafty Fool, 

It might have coil my Life. 

Ah, fo it might, quoth (he, my Dear, 

Tis well you had that Wit, 
I fhould have dy*d for very Fear, 

If you and he had fit ; 
Come let us keep each other warm, 

And plea&nt Stories tell : 
O ! as he has done me no harm, 

So all I hope is well. 




The 
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The Low-Country Soldier : Or, His 
Humble Petition at his Return into 
England^ after his Bold Adventures 
in Bloody Battels. 



GOOD your Worftiip call an Eye 
Upon a Soldier's Mifery : 
Let not thefe lean Cheeks, I pray, ' 
Your Worfhip's Bounty from me (lay : 

But like a noble Friend, 

Some Silver lend, 

And y<rvc (hall pay you in the end ; 
And I will pray that Fate 
May make you fortunate 
In Heaven or in fome Earthly State. 

To beg I ne'er was bred, kind Sir, 
Which makes me blufti to keep this (lir ; 
Nor do I rove from Place to Place, 
For to make known my woeful Cafe : 

For I am none of thofe 

That a Roving goes, 

And in Rambling (hew their drunken Blows ; 
For all that they have got, 
Is by banging of the Pot, 
In wrangling who (hould pay their Shot. 

Olympick Games I oft have feen, 
And in brave Battles have I been ; 
The Cannons there aloud did roar, 
My Proffer high was ever more : 

For, 
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For, out of a Bravado, 

When in a Barricado, 

By tolling of a Hand-Granado, 
Death then was very near, 
When it took away this Ear ; 
But yet, thank God, I'm here, I'm here. 

And at the Siege of Buda, there, 

I was blown up into the Air, 

From whence I tumbled down again, 

And lay awhile among the (lain ; 

Yet rather than be beat, 

I got upon my Feet, 

And made the Enemy retreat ; 

Myfelf and feven more 

We fought Eleven fcore, 

The Rogues were ne'r fo thrafli'd before. 

I have, at lead a dozen times, 
Been blown up by thefe roguifli Mines : 
Twice through the Scull have I been (hot, 
That my Brains do boil like any Pot : 

Such Dangers have I pad, 

At firft and at lad, 

As would make your Worfhip fore aghad ; 
And there I lay for dead, 
Till the Enemy was fled, 
And then they carried me home to Bed. 

At pu(h of Pike I lod this Eye, 

And at Birgam Siege I broke this Thigh ; 

At OJlend, like a warlike Lad, 

I laid about as I were Mad : 

But little would you think, 

That e'er I had been, 

Such a good Old Soldier of the Queen : 
But if Sir Francis Vere, 
Were living now, and here, 
He would tell you how I (lafli'd 'em there. 

The 
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The Hollanders my Fury know, 
For oft with them I've dealt a Blow : 
Then did I take a warlike Dance, 
Quite through Spain, and into France ; 

And there I fpent a Flood 

Of very noble Blood, 

Yet all would do but little good ; 
For now I home am come, 
With my Rags upon my Bum, 
And crave of your Worfhip one fmall Sum. 

And now my Cafe you underfland, 
Fray lend to me your helping Hand ; 
A little thing would pleafure me, 
To keep in mind your Charity : 

It is not Bread and Cheefe, 

Nor Barley-Lees, 

Or any fuch like Scraps as thefe ; 
But what I beg of you 
Is a Shilling one or two, 
Kind Sir, your Purfe-flrmgs pray undo. 






The 
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The Spani/k Lady's Love. 



WILL you hear a Spanijh Lady, 
How (he woo'd an Englijh Man ; 
Garments gay as rich as may be, 

Deck'd with Jewels had me on ; 
Of a comely Countenance, 

And Grace was (he ; 
Both by Birth and Parentage 
Of high degree. 

As his Prifoner there he kept her, 

In his Hands her Life did lye ; 
Cupids Bands did tye them (after 

By the liking of an Eye : 
In his courteous Company 

Was all hejr Joy : 
To favour him in any thing 

She was not coy : 

But at lad there came Commandment 

For to fet all Ladies free, 
With their Jewels dill adorned : 

None to do them Injury ; 
Then, (aid this Lady mod mild, 

Full woe is me, 
O let me dill fudain this kind 

Captivity. 

Gallant Captain take fome pity 

On a Woman in didrefs, 
Leave me not within this City, 

For to dye in heavinefs : 

M Thou 
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Thou haft fet this prefent Day 

My Body free, 
But my Heart in Prifon ftill 

Remains with thee. 

How fliould'ft thou, fair Lady love me, 

Whom thou know^H thy Country's Foe, 
Thy fair Speech makes me fufpect thee : 

Serpents lie where Flowers grow. 
All the harm I think on thee, 

Mod courteous Knight, 
God grant upon my Head the fame, 

May fully light ; 

Blefled be the Time and Seafon, 

That you came on Spanifli Ground, 
If you may our Foes be termed, 

Gentle Foes we have you found. 
With our City you have won 

Our Hearts each one ; 
Then to your Country bear away 

What is your own. 

Reft you ftill mod gallant Lady, 

Reft you ftill and weep no more, 
Of fair Flowers you have plenty, 

Spain doth yield you wond'rous (lore. 
Spaniards fraught with Jealoufy 

We oft do find, 
But Englijh Men throughout the World 

Are counted kind. 

Leave me not unto a Spaniard^ 

Thou alone enjo/ft my Heart ; 
I am lovely, young and tender, 

Love is likewife my defert : 
Still to fave thee Day and Night 

My Mind is preft, 
The Wife of every Englijh Man 

Is counted bleft. 

It 
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It would be a Shame fair Lady, 

For to bear a Woman hence, 
Englijh Soldiers never carry 

Any fuch without Offence. 
I will quickly change my felf, 

If it be fo, 
And like a Page will follow thee 

Where-e'er thou go. 

I have neither Gold nor Silver, 

To maintain thee in this cafe, 
And to Travel is great Charge, 

As you know in every Place. 
My Chains and Jewels every one 

Shall be thy own, 
And eke Ten thoufand Pounds in Gold, 

That lies unknown. 

On the Seas are many Dangers, 

Many Storms do there arife, 
Which will be to Ladies dreadful, 

And force Tears from watry Eyes : 
Well in Troth I (hall endure 

Extreamly, 
For I could find in Heart to lofe 

My Life for thee. 

Courteous Lady leave this Folly, 

Here comes all that breeds the Strife, 
I in England have already 

A fweet Woman to my Wife ; 
I will not falfify my Vow, 

For Gold nor Gain, 
Nor yet for all the fairefl Dames 

That live in Spain. 

O how happy is that Woman 

That enjoys fo true a Friend, 

Many happy Days God lend her, 

Of my fuit I make an End : 

On 
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On my Knees I pardon crave 

For my Offence, 
Which Love and true Affeclion 

Did firfl commence. 

Commend me to that gallant Lady, 

Bear to her this Chain of Gold, 
With thefe Bracelets for a Token 

Grieving that I was fo bold, 
All my Jewels in like fort, 

Take thou with thee, 
For they are fitting for thy Wife, 

But not for me. 

I will fpend my Days in Prayer, 

Love and all his Laws defy, 
In a Nunnery I will fhrowd me, 

Far from any Company ; 
But e'er my Prayers have an end, 

Be fure of this, 
To pray for thee and for thy Love, 

I will not raifs. 

Thus farewel, mod gallant Captain ; 

Farewel too my Heart's content ; 
Count not Spantjh Ladies wanton, 

Though to thee my Mind was bent, 
Joy and true Profperity 

Remain with thee ; 
The like fall unto thy (hare 

Mod fair Lady. 




THE 
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THE CRONICLE. 



AsintheFrontifpieceofmyffflVolumeJhave 
placed the Heads of Sir John Suckling and 
Mr. Cowley, it would be ridiculous not to in- 
fertfomeoneoftheirBalladsinthisCollettion. 
I do not doubt but the Wedding of the former 
hasbeenagratefulEntertainmentto t/tofewho 
never faw it before, nor will, I believe, this 
Balladofthelatter^sbelefs acceptable/would 
gladly obligemy Readers with more of their 
Songs y but mufl beg to be excufed for fear of 
being thought an Invader of other Metis pro- 
perties. 



MArgaritta firfl potted, 
If I remember well, my Bread, 
Margqritta firft of all ; 
But when a while the wanton Maid 
With ray redlefs Heart had plaid, 
Martha took the flying Ball. 

Martha foon did it refign 

To the Beauteous Katlieritu : 

Beauteous Katherine gave Place, 
Though loth and angry lhe to part 
With the Pofleflion of my Heart 

To Elijah conquering Face. 

Eli/a 



Elifa 'till this Hour might reign, 

Had (he not Evil Counfds ta'en ; 

Fundamental Laws (he broke, 
And (lill new Favourites (he chofe, 
Till up in Arms my Pqfflans rofe, 

And cafl away her Yoke. 

Mary then and gentle Ann 

Both to reign at once began, 

Alternately they fway'd ; 
And fometimes Mary was the Fair, 
And fometimes Ann the Crown did wear, 

Sometimes I Both obey'd. 

Another Mary then arofe, 

And did rigorous Laws impofe, 

A mighty Tyrant (he : 
Long, alas, (hould I have been 
Under that Iran-Sceptred Queen, 

Had not Rebecca fet me free. 

When fair Rebecca fet me free, 

Twas then a golden Time for me 

But foon thofe Pleafures fled ; 
For the gracious Princefs dy*d 
In her Youth and Beauty's Pride, 

And Judith reigned in her (lead. 

One Month, three Days and half an Hour 

Judith held the Soitraign Power % 

Wondrous beautiful her Face, 
But fo weak and fmall her Wit 
That (he to govern was unfit, 

And fo Sufannah took her Place. 

But when Ifabclla came 

Arm'd with a refifllefs Flame, 

And th' Artillery of her Eye, 
Whilfl (he proudly march'd about 
Greater ConqueRs to find out, 

She beat out Sufan by the Bye. 

But 
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But in her Place I then obey'd 
Black-ey'd Befs her Vice-Roy Maid, 
To whom enfued a Vacancy ; 

Thoufand worfe Paflions then polled 

The Inter-regnum of my Bread 
Blefs me from fuch an Anarchy I 

Gentle Henrietta then 

And a third Mary next began, 
Then Joan, and Jane, and Audria, 

And then a pretty Thomafine, 

And then another Katherine, 
And then a long et catera. 

But (hould I now to you relate 
The Strength and Riches of their Stale 
The Powder, Patches, and the Pins, 
The Ribbons, Jewels, and the Rings 
The Lace, the Paint, and Warlike things 
That make up all their Magazines : 

If I (hould tell the Politick Arts 
To take and keep Men's Hearts, 
The Letters, Embaflies, and Spies, 
The Frowns, and Smiles, and Flatteries, 
The Quarrels, Fears and Perjuries : 
Numberlefs, NatneUfs Myfteries I 

And all the little Lime-2\vigs laid 
By Matchiavil the Waiting-maid) 
I more voluminous (hould grow, 
(Chiefly if I like them (hould tell 
All change of Weathers that befel) 
Than Holinfhead or Stow. 



But 
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But I will briefer with them be, 

Since few of them were long with me 
A higher and a nobler Strain 

My prefent Emperefs does claim 

Hdcnora, Firjl o' th* Name, 
Whom God grant long to Reign. 




The 
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The old Woman's Wifh. 



WHen my Hairs grow hoary and my Cheeks look 
(pale, 
When my Forehead has Wnnkles and my Eye-Sight 

(does fail, 
Let my Words both and Actions be free from all 

(Harm 
And may I have my old Husband too keep my Back 

(warm : 
The Pleafures of Youth are Flowers but of May, 
Our Life's but a Vapour, our Body's but Clay, 
Oh, let me live well, tho' I live but a Day. 

With a Sermon on Sundays and a Bible of good Print 
With a Pot on the Fire, and good Victuals in't, 
With Ale, Beer and Brandy both Winter and Summer 
To drink to my Goflip, and be pledg'd by my Com- 

(mer. 
The Pleafures of Youth, 6r*c. 

With Pigs and with Poultry, with fome Money in (lore 
To lend to my Neighbour and to give to the Poor, 
With a Bottle of Canary to drink without Sin, 
And to comfort my Daughter when that (he lies in. 
The Pleafures of Youth, &c. 

With a Bed foft and eafy to reft on at Night, 
With a Maid in the Morning to rife when 'tis Light, 
To do her Work neatly, to obey my Defire, 
To make the Houfe clean and to blow up the Fire. 
The Pleafures of Youth, &*c. 

L 2 With 
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With Coals and with Bavins, and a good warm Chair, 
With a thick Hood and Mantle, when I ride on my 
(Mare, 
Let me dwell near my Cupboard and far from my Foes, 
With a pair of Glafe Eyes to clap on my Nofc. 
The Pleasures of Youth, &*c 

And when I am dead, with a Sigh let them fay, 

Our Honed old Gammar is laid in the Clay, 

When young fhe was chearful, no Scold nor no Whore, 

She helped her Neighbours and gave to the Poor. 

Tho' the Flower of Youth in her Age did decay, 

Tho' her Life was a Vapour that vanilh'd away, 

She liv'd well and happy unto'her lalt Day. 
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The Maid's Wifh. 

Virgins fo fair, at length it may prove 
Your Deftiny t<J be in Love, 
Pray grant me fuch a Fate ; 
May Prudence always be my Guide, 
With a little, little Decency and Pride 
My Adlions to regulate. 

When firfl in Love I do commence, 
May it be with a Man of Sence, 

And learned Education ; 
May all his Courtfhip be to me, 
Neither too formal, nor too free, 

But wifely (how his Paflion. 

May his Eflate agree with mine, 
That it may look like no Defign 

To bring us both to Sorrow: 
Grant me this that I have faid, 
And willingly I'd live a Maid 

No longer than to Morrow. 

When we are wed, may we agree 
And neither of us angry be, 

But live free from all Sorrow ; 
If one be crofs, may the other fey, 
My Dear, we wont fall out to Day, 

Whate'er we do to Morrow. 




L 3 The 
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The Blind BEGGAR'S DAUGHTER 
of Bednal-Green. 

I would not place the following Songamong/l my 
Hifiorical Ballads ', there being not the leqft pro- 
bability of Truth in it^andtheHifloryon which 
it is founded y no where to be met with but in the 
Records of Moorfields. A ndyet I have heard 
Criticks in this kind of Hiflory differ about fe- 
veral of the Circum/latices, and once a warm 
Difpute between Two of y em, wJiich ended in a 
Wager y whether Montf ort the Heroeof this Song 
lizfd under the Reign of Henry 2 A or Henry 
%d. Upon fearching Hi/lory I find valiant 
Men of that Name under both Reigns. For 
when the former of thefe Kings waged War a- 
gainfl the Welch, the Earl of Eflex, who was 
the KingsStandardBearer, feeing that the En- 
glifh had the worfl in a Battle, ran away, 
for which he was afterwards challenged ando- 
vercome by Montfort. Under the Reign of 
Henry 3d. Simon Earl of Montfort went over 
to the Wars in France,andwasflainat the Siege 
of Tholoufe in the Year 1 2 1 9 ; and this doubt- 
lefs is our Heroe. If any Song on this Subjett 
was written in thofeT>ays>andfrom which this 
may have been borrow 'd, (which I find is the 

Cafe 
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Cafe of many, even of our oldeft Ballads) no- 
thing is more probable than Miat his Body was 
notfoundamongfttlieflain^or atleqftnotknoTvn 
again y upon which our Poet took the liberty of 
fuppofing him only wounded, and unknown to 
any Body to haveftollen from the Camp. Nor 
has this raiftng a Man from the Dead, any 
thing fo very uncommon in it. ' Tis what Mr. 
Dryden himfelf has done for Don Sebaftian, 
and claims it as the particular Privilege of a 
Poet. This Earl leftfeveral Children behind 
him in France, but Simon de Montfort, 
one of *em> did not long flay there, and coming 
over to England, found the Means of getting in 
the King's Favour, which hefo improtfd, that 
he at length was marry' d to the Countefs Elea- 
nor the King's Sifter. He wasflain at the Bat- 
tle ^/"Everfham in the Year 1265. 

IT was a blind Beggar that long loft his Sight, 
He had a fair Daughter mod pleafant and bright, 
And many a gallant brave Suitor had (he, 
For none was fo comely as pretty Beffee. 

And although (he was of Favour mod fair, 
Yet feeing (he was but a Beggar his Heir, 
Of ancient Houfe-keepers defpifed was (he, 
Who came as Suitors to pretty Beffee. 

Wherefore in great Sorrow fair Beffee did fay, 
Good Father and Mother, let me go my Way, 
To feek out my Fortune whatever it be, 
The Suit was then granted to pretty Beffee, 

L 4 Thus 
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Thus Beffee that was of Beauty moil bright, 
Then clad in grey Ruffet and late in the Night, 
From Father and Mother alone parted (he, 
Who fighed and fobbed for pretty Beffee. 

She went till (he came to Stradford near Bow y 
Then knew (he not whither nor which way to go ; 
With Tears (he lamented her hard Deftiny ; 
So fad and fo heavy was pretty Beffee. 

She kept on her Journey until it was Day, 
And went unto Rumford along the Highway ; 
And at the King's Arms entertained was (he ; 
So fair and well-favour'd was pretty Beffee. 

She had not been there one Month to an End, 
But Mailer, and Miflress, and all was her Friend ; 
And every brave Gallant that once did her fee, 
Was (Iraitway in love with pretty Beffee. 

Great Gifts they did fend her of Silver and Gold, 
And in their Songs daily her Love they extolTd ; 
Her Beauty was blazed in every Degree ; 
So fair and fo comely was pretty Beffee. 

The young Men of Rumford in her had their Joy, 
She (hewM herfelf courteous, but never too coy ; 
And at her Commandment (till would they be, 
So fair and fo comely was pretty Beffee. 

Four Suitors at once unto her did go, 
They craved her Favour, but (lill me faid No, 
I would not wi(h Gentlemen to marry with me : 
Yet ever they honoured pretty Beffee. 

The one of them was a gallant young Knight, 
And he came to her difguis'd in the Night ; 
The fecond a Gentleman of good Degree, 
Who woed and fued to pretty Beffee. 
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A Merchant of London whofe wealth was not fmall, 
Was then the third Suitor, and proper withal ; 
Her Matter's own Son the fourth Man mud be, 
Who fwore he would dye for pretty Beffee. 

And if thou wilt marry with me, quoth the Knight, 
I'll make thee a Lady with Joy and Delight ; 
My Heart is enthrall'd by thy fair Beauty, 
Then grant me thy Favour, my pretty Beffee. 

The Gentleman faid, come, marry with me, 
In Silks and in Velvet my Beffee (hall be, 
My Life's diftreffed, O hear me, quoth he, 
And grant me thy Love, my Pretty Beffee. 

Let me be thy Husband, the Merchant did fay, 
Thou (halt live in London mod gallant and gay, 
My Ships (hall bring home rich Jewels for thee. 
And I will for ever love pretty Beffee. 

Then Beffee (he fighed, and thus (he did fay, 
My Father and Mother I mean to obey, 
Firfl get their good Will, and be faithful to me, 
And you (hall enjoy your pretty Beffee. 

To e^ry one of 'em this Anfwer (he made, 
Wherefore unto her they joyfully faid, 
This thing to fulfil we ail do agree, 
But where dwells thy Father, my pretty Beffee% 

My Father, quoth (he, is plain to be feen, 
The filly blind Beggar of Bedna/-green, 
That daily fits begging for Charity, 
He is the good Father of pretty Beffee. 

His Marks and his Tokens are known full well, 
He always is led with a Dog and a Bell ; 
A filly old Man, God knoweth is he ; 
Yet he is the Father of pretty Beffee. 

L 5 Nay 
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Nay, then, quoth the Merchant, thou art not for me, 
Nor, quoth the Inholder, my Bride (hall thou be ; 
I loath, quoth the Gentleman, a Beggar's Degree ; 
Therefore fare you well my pretty Bcffee. 

Why then, quoth the Knight, hap better Or worfe, 
I weigh not true love by the weight of the Purfe ; 
And Beauty is Beauty in every Degree, 
Then welcome unto me my pretty Bcffee. 

With thee to thy Father forthwith will I go, 
Nay foft, quoth his Kinfman, it mufl not be fo, 
A Beggar his Daughter no Lady fhall be, 
Then take thy adieu of pretty Bcffee. 

And foon after this, by break of the Day, 
The Knight had from Rumford dole Bcffee away ; 
The young Men of Rumford fo fick as may be, 
Rode after to fetch again pretty Bcffee. 

As fwift as the Wind to ride they were feen, 
Until they come near unto Bednal-grecn ; 
And as the Knight lighted mod courteoufly, 
They fought againfl him for pretty Bcffee. 

But refcue came prefently over the Plain, 
Or elfe the Knight for his Love had been (lain ; 
The Fray being ended, then flrait he did fee, 
His Kinfman came railing at pretty Bcffee. 

Then fpake the blind Beggar, altho' I be poor, 
Rail not againfl my Child at my own Door ; 
Though fhe be not deckt with Velvet and Pearl, 
Yet will I drop Angels for thee with my GirL 

And then if my Gold will better her Birth, 
And equal the Gold that you lay on the Earth, 
Then neither rail nor grudge you to fee, 
The blind Beggar's Daughter a Lady to be. 

But 
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But fird I will hear, and have it well known, 
The Gold that you drop (hall all be your own ; 
With that they repl/d, contented we be ; 
Then there's, quoth the Beggar, for pretty Beffee. 

With that an Angel he cad on the Ground, 

And dropp'd in Angels full Three thoufand Pound ; 

And oftentimes it proved mod plain, 

For the Gentleman's one, the Beggar dropt twain. 

So as the Place where he did fit, 
With Gold was covered every whit ; 
The Gentleman 1 having dropt all his Store, 
Said, Beggar hold, for I have no more. 

Thou had fulfilled thy Promife aright, 
Then marry my Girl, quoth he to the Knight : 
And here added he, ill throw you down, 
A hundred Pound more to buy her a Gown. 

The Gentlemen all that this Treafure had feen, 
Admir'd the Beggar of Bednal-green ; 
And thofe that were her Suitors before, 
Their Flefh for very Anger they tore. 

Thus was their Beffa a Match for a Knight, 
And made a Lady in others defpight ; 
A fairer Lady there never was feen, 
Than the Beggar's Daughter of Bednal-grcen. 

But of her fumptuous Marriage and Fead, 
And what brave Lords and Knights there were pred, 
The fecond Part mall fet forth to your Sight, 
With marvellous Pleafure and wifhed Delight. 

The 
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The fecond PART. 



Within a gallant Palace moil brave, 
Adorned with all the Cod they could have, 
This Wedding was kept mod fumptuoufly, 
And all for the Love of pretty Beffec 

All kind of Dainties mod delicate fweet, 
Were brought to their Banquet as was thought meet ; 
Patridge and Plover, and Venifon mod free, 
Againd the brave Wedding of pretty Beffec. 

This Wedding thro* England was fpread by report, 
So that a great Number did thither jrefort 
Of Nobles and Gentles of every Degree, 
And all for the Fame of pretty Beffee. 

To Church then went this gallant young Knight, 
His Bride follow'd after like a Lady mod bright, 
With Troops of Ladies, the like was ne'er feen, 
As went with fweet Beffec to Bcdnal-grccn* 

This Wedding being folemnized then, 
With Mufick performed by skilful Men ; 
The Nobles and Gentles fat down at that Tide, 
Each one beholding the beautiful Bride. 

But after the fumptuous Dinner was done, 

To talk and to reafon a Number begun, 

Of the blind Beggar's Daughter mod bright, 

And what with his Daughter he gave to the Knight. 

Then fpake the Nobles, much marvel have we, 
The jolly blind Beggar we cannot here fee ; 
My Lords, quoth the Bride, my Father* sfo bafe y 
His loath with his Prefence thefe States to dif grace. 

The 
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The Praife of a Woman in Queflion to bring, 
Before her own Face were a flattering thing ; 
We think thy Father's bafeness (quoth they) 
Might by thy Beauty be clean put away. 

They had no fooner thefe pleafant Words fpoke, 
But in comes the Beggar with a filken Cloak ; 
A Velvet Cap and a Feather had he, 
And now a Mufician, forfooth he would be. 

And being led in from catching of Harm, 

He touched his Strings which made fuch a Charm, 

Said hz y pleqfe you hear any Mufick of me, 

A Song rilfingyou of pretty Beflee. 

With that his Lute he twanged ftraightway, 
And thereon began moil fweetly to play, 
And after that Leflbns were plaid two or three, 
He (Irain'd out his Song mod delicately. 

A Beggar's Daughter did dwell on the Green, 
Who for her Beauty might well be a Queen : 
A blith bonny £qfs 9 and dainty wasjhe, 
And many one called her pretty Beflee. 

Her Father had no Goods nor no Lands, 
Bui beggdfor a Penny all Day with his Hands \ 
And yet in Marriage gave Thoufands three, 
YetftiU he has fomewhat for pretty Beflee. 

And if any one Iter Birth do difdain, 
Her Father is ready with Might and with Main, 
To prove Jhe is come of a noble Degree, 
Therefore let none flout my pretty Beflee. 

With that the Lords and Company round, 
With hearty laughter were ready to found ; 
At lafl (aid the Lords full well may we fee. 
The Bride and the Beggar's beholden to thee. 



With 
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With that the Bride, all blufliing did rife, 
With the fair Water all in her bright Eyes ; 
Pardon my Father ; brave Nobles (quoth (he) 
That through blind Affcelion thus doteth on me. 

If this be thy Father, the Nobles did fay, 
Well may he be proud of this happy Day ; 
Yet by his Countenance well may we fee, 
His Birth with his Fortune did never agree. 

And therefore blind Beggar, we pray thee bewray, 
And look that the Truth to us thou dofl fay, 
Thy Birth and thy Parentage what it might be, 
Even for the Love thou beared to pretty Be/fee. 

Then give me leave, you Gentles each one, 
A Song for tofing and then ril be gqne\ 
And ift/iat J do not win good report, 
Then do not give me a Groat for my Sport. 

Whenfirfl our King his Fame did advance, 
And fought for his Title in delicate France ; 
In many Places great Perils pafl he, 
But then was not born my pretty Beflee. 

And in thofe Wars went over to fight, 
Many a brave Duke, a Lord and a Knight ; 
And with them young Montford of Courage fo free, 
But then was not born my pretty Beflee. 

And there did young Montford with a blow d th' Face, 

Lofe both his Eyes in a very fhort f pace, 

His Life alfo had been gone with his Sight, 

Had not a young Woman come forth in the Night. 

Amongfl-theflain Men her Fancy doth move, 
Tofearch and tofeekfor her own Love) 
Who feeing young Montford there gaf ping to dye, 
Shefaved his Ltfc through her Charity. 

And 
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And then all our Vicluals in Beggar's Attire, 
At the Hands of good People we then did require ; 
As lafl into England as now it isfeen, 
We came and remained at Bednal-green. 

And thus we have lived in Fortune's Defpight, 
Though poor, yet contented, with humble delight: 
And in my old Years a comfyrt to be, 
God/ent me a Daughter calf d pretty Beflee. 

And thus you my Nobles, my Song I do end, 
Hoping the fame no Man doth offend, 
Full forty long Winters thus have I been, 
A filly blind Beggar of Bednal-green. 

Now when the Company had every one, 
Heard the llrange Tale in the Song he had mown ; 
They were all amazed, as well they might be, 
Both at the blind Beggar and pretty Beffee.\ 

With that the fair Bride they then did embrace, 
Saying, You're come of an honourable Race] 
Thy Father likewife of a high Degree, 
And thou art mofl worthy a Lady to be* 

Thus was the Feall ended with Joy and Delight, 
A happy Bridegroom was made the young Knight, 
Who lived in Joy and Felicity, 
With his fair Lady, pretty Bcffee. 




Jolly 
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JOLLY ROGER. 

J Oily Roger Twangdillo of Plowdm HiU> 
In Chefl had two Thoufand good Pounds, 
Fat Oxen and Sheep, and a Barn well filTd, 
And a Hundred good Acres of Ground ; 
Which made e'ery Maiden 
With Maidenhead laden, 
And Widows tho' jufl fet free, 
To wrangle and fret, 
And pump up their Wit, 
To train to the Net 
Twangdillo, Twangdillo, Twangdillo, Twangdil- 
lo, young lully Twangdillo, Twangdee. 

The fitft that broke Ice was a Lafs had been 

Born of a good Houfe but decay*d, 
Her Gown was new dy'd, and her Nightrail clean, 
% And to fing knd talk French had been bred ; 

She'd dance Northern Nancy, 

Ask'd Paries vous Francois ? 
That Hodge might her Breeding fee, 

She'd rowl her black Eye, 

Breath'd (hort with a Sigh, 

Whene'er (he came nigh Twangdillo, &e. 

The next was a Sempflrefs of Stature low, 

That fancy'd (he wanted a Male, 
Her Hair was as black as an Autumn Sloe, 
And hard as a Coach-Horfe's Tail, 

She'd Oagle and Wheedle, 

And prick with her Needle, 
What d'lack what d'buy, cry'd (he ; 

But now the brisk Tone 

Is chang'd to a Groan, 

Ah pity my Moan, Twangdillo, &c. 
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A mufty old Chambermaid lean and tall, 
The next as a Suitor appears, 

With a Tongue loud and fhrill but no Teeth at all, 
For Time had drawn them many Years ; 
Cad Gowns, and fuch Lumber, 
Old Smocks without Number, 

She bragg'd mould her Dow*ry be, 
Forty Pair of Lac'd Shoes, 
Ribbonds Green, Red and Blues, 
But all would not noofe Twangdillo, &*& 

The next was a Lafs of a Popifti drain, 
That Jefuit Whims had been taught, 
She bragg'd they mould foon have K. James again, 
Tho* her Spoufe was late hang'd for the Plot ; 

The French would come over, 

And land here at Dover ; 
And all as they wifiYd would be : 

The Jacobite Jade 

Talk'd as if (he was mad, 

In hopes to have had Twangdillo, 6r*c. 

A Vintner's fat Widow then flrait was view'd, 

Whofe Cuckold had pick'd'up fome Pelf, 
He had kill'd half his Neighbours with Wine he had 
And lately had poyfon'd himfelf. (brew'd, 

With Bumpers of Claret 

No Soufe paying for it, 
She'd Roger's Companion be 

Strike Fid on the Board, 

Huzza was the Word, 

Come khs me ador*d Twangdillo, &c. 

But Roger refolv'd not to be her Man, 

And fo gave a loofe to the next, 
The Niece of a Canting bleer Ey'd Non Con, 
That ftifly could canvas a Text 
A Dame in Cheapfide, 
Would fain be his Bride, 
And make him of Lotidon fo free, 

"But 
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But no Lafs would go down 

In Country nor Town, 

So Purfe proud was grown Twangdillo, cVr. 

Till at lad pretty Nancy > a Farmer's Joy, 

That newly a Milking had been, 
Round Fac'd, Cherry Cheek, with a fmirking Eye, 
Came tripping it over the Green ; 
She movM like a Goddeb, 
And in her Lac'd Bodice 
A Span fhe could hardly be ; 

Her Hips were plump grown, 
And her Hair a dark brown, 
'Twas (he brought down 
Twangdillo, Twangdillo, Twangdillo, Twangdil- 
lo, young lufly Twangdillo, Twangdee. 




An 
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An excellent Song, entituled a Penny- 
worth of Wit. 

To the Tune of, Labanduli/hot. 

IN ancient Years, as Books exprefs, 
Of old done Deeds both more and lefs, 

A Merchant young, of tender Years, 

(As by the Sequel well appears) 
A worthy Woman took to Wife, 
Right well brought up and void of Strife, 

Could he with her have been content, 

Great Blefllngs might the Lord have fent ; 

But he a Harlot loved more, 

Wherewith his Friends were vexed fore. 

In tract of Time his Chance it was, 
In Merchant-wife the Seas to pafs, 
For Lands right flrange was his Intent, 
With Merchandize he forward went, 

And at his parting thought it meet 

His Concubine and Quean to greet : 
And with her love did fweetly pray, 
And favour for to part away : 
With fighing femblance, then quoth (he, 
My Dear will you depart from me % 

Then to his wedded Wife he went, 
Saying Dame, what thing moil excellent 
You are defirous for to have, 
Of any thing that Heart can crave, 

Give 
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Give me your Money to beflow : 
Then from her Purfe (he forth did draw 

A fair coin'd Penny, verily ; 

Wherewith (he will'd him Wit to buy ; 

Of other Toys frnall Mind had (he, 

But Jefus blefs your long Journey. 

This (aid, (he wept, then parted he, 
Thinking great fcorn of her Penny, 
But pad the Seas and took the Shore, 
And fped right well ; what would we more ? 
In many Wares he did abound, 
Of Merchandize both good and found, 
His Ships well fraught, he homeward fent, 
So well he had his Subftance fpent : 
And for his Concubine, alack, 
He had beflowed many a Knack. 

Then lad, his Wife remember'd he, 
And with his Mates of merry glee, 
Unto a Tavern forth they go, 
In jefling fort (the Truth is fo,) 
He faid he fhould be much unkind, 
Her Merchandize to leave behind, 
But faid the Subftance was fo fmall, 
That it would buy nothing at all : 
And thereat made a jefling Sport, 
To all that thither did refort. 

Not far upon a Bench right nigh, 
There was an old Man fitting by, 
Who faid good Sir, I can you fhow 
How you the Penny (hall beflow : 
For if you have a wedded Wife, 
I wifh you have her during Life. 
A Wife I have indeed, quoth he, 
And a Leman fair, and bright of blee, 
Whom I do trufl and ever fhall, 
So conflant in her Love withal. 



The 
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The old Man anfwered at lad, 
So foon as you the Seas have pail, 
Then put off all your fair Array, 
And to your Leraan take your way, 

Saying* that you a Merchant great 

Did rob and wickedly intreat; 
And for his Goods thou haft him (lain, 
And art purfu'd therefore amain : 
Now which of both doth pity (hew, 
With her abide in weal and woe. 

With that the Penny forth he drew, 
Which to the old Man flrait he threw 
Saying he would go try the fame : 
So in (hort fpace he over came, 

In Cloathes rent, too vile to fee, 

So to his Leman's Houfe went he, 
And foftly knocked at the Door: 
But when (he faw he was fo poor, 
In frowning fort (he turn'd her Back, 
Perceiving him to be in lack. 

He (aid, fweet Leman, for ChruTs fake 
Upon me here fome pity take, 
Upon the Seas my Goods I loft, 
My felf in danger greatly toft ; 

A Merchant murthered and (lain, 

By Means of me and of my Train ; 
Wherefore Sweet heart now pity me, 
For need alack, I come to thee : 
But (he with Words right fierce and fell, 
Said Villain, Wretch, adieu, farewell. 

Shall I give fuccour to thy Deed ? 
The Devil grant thee ill to fpeed ; 
Avoid, thou Rafcal, hence apace, 
Thy Fad I deferves to have no grace ; 
Go home unto that Gib thy Wife, 

Let 



Let her give fuccour to thy Life, 
For by the Faith to God I owe, 
I mean the Officer (hall know, 
Except from hence in hade thou pack : 
He turn'd his Face, and cry*d alack. 

Then in that poor and fimple Array, 
Unto his Wife he took his way, 
And told like Tale as he before 
Had uttered to this wicked Whore : 

And (aid fweet Wife, without your aid 

I fear I (hall be foon betray'd. 
My Spoufe quoth (he, take you no grief 
A hundred Pounds for your Relief, 
I yet have here for thee in (lore, 
When that is gone we will get more. 

And for your Pardon, Sir, quoth (he, 

I will make means, as you (hall fee, 

And all you Creditors will pray, 

To take with you a longer Day : 

Good Friends I have take you no thought, 
This thing to pafs (hall well be brought : 

And as much Goods as here before 

They (hall you give, or rather more : 

With that he did his Wife embrace, 

And told her true in every Cafe. 

Together then that Night they lay, 
And in the Morning pafling gay 
This Merchant did himfelf attire, 
In coftly Suits for his Defire, 

With Servants two for his Intent, 

Unto his Leman's Houfe he went, 
As by the way (he did 'fpy, 
She ran and met him by and by, 
And faid my Love for very fhame, 

What moved you to work this Game ? 

Why 
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Why came you bafely to my Door ? 
Why did you feign yourfelf fo poor ? 
Sith you do know you have my Love, 
And all my Goods for your behoove f 
She with him then did kifs and dally, 
As me was wont with ancient Folly : 
My Leman dear, he faid again, 
To me it hath been told right plain, 
You have another Friend in flore, 
Whom you do love at Heart right fore. 

Jewels the which I gave to you, 
He hath in hold, I tell you true : 
Up then (he rofe all in a braid, 
And all thofe things before him laid : 
He took them up, and call'd his Men, 
And (aid go get you home again 
With this Apparel, and this Gear : 
She laid what will you rob me here ? 
He took all things to hand that came, 
And bear all home unto his Dame. 

• 

And faid, behold my loving Fair, 
See here thefe Jewels and this Gear, 
Look well thereon, and do not fpare, 
Here is a Pennyworth of Ware : 
He told her likewife how and when, 
He had this Counfel of a Man : 
She faw thofe Jewels did abound, 
In value worth an Hundred Pound : 
They both did thank God for his Grace, 
And after hVd in happy Cafe. 



James 



[ 22 ° ] 




JAMES and SUSAN. 



Jama. T)rithee, Su/an, what dofl mufe on, 

JL By this doleful Spring ? 
You are, I fear, in love my Dear, 
Alas poor thing ! 

Suf. Truly Jemmy \ I mufl blame ye, 
You look fo pale and wan, 
I fear 'twill prove you are in love, 
Alas poor Man ! 

Jam. Nay my Suey> now I view ye, 
Well I know your Smart, 
When you're alone, you figh and groan, 
Alas poor Heart ! 

Suf. Jemmy hold, I dare be bold 
To lay, thy Heart is dole, 
And know the (he as well as thee 
Alas poor Soul ! 

Jam. Then my Sue tell me who 1 
HI give thee a Chain of Pearl, 
And eafe thy Heart of all this (mart, 
Alas poor Girl ! 

Suf. Jemmy No, if you fhould know, 
I fear 'twould make you fad 
And pine away both Night and Day, 
Alas poor Lad ! 



Jam. 
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Jam. Why then my Sue it is for you 
That I burn in thefe Flames, 
And when I dye, I know you'll cry, 
Alas poor James. 

Suf, Say you fo, then Jemmy know, 
If you mould prove untrue ; 
Then mud I likewife cry, 
Alas poor Sue. 

Quoth he then joyn thy Hand with mine, 
And we will wed to Day ; 
I do agree, here 'tis, quoth (he, 
Come let's away. 

And when we (hall wedded be, 

Then we'll have a Ball, 
And dance about, in and out, 

Up Tails alL 

When that is done, and all are gone, 

111 (hew thee other Feats, 
And have a Dance, called in Frame 

The making of the Sheets. 




M Sawnev 
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Sawney and Teague> or the unfortu- 
nate Succefs of a Dear- Joy's Devo- 
tion. 

To the Tune of, Lilly-burlcro. 

YOU that love Mirth give ear to my Song, 
A Moment you never can better employ, 
Sawney and Teague were marching along. 

A bonny Scotch Loon, and an Irifii Dear-Joy : 
They had never feen a Windmill 
Nor had they heard of any fuch Name, 
As they were a walking and merrily talking, 
At lafl by meer Chance to a Windmill they came. 

Hah ! fays Sawney \ what do you call that? 

To tell its geud Name I am at a Lois. 
Teague very readily anfwer*d the Scot 

Indeed I believe it'fh St Patrick's Cro/s. 
Said Sawney, Sir, you are miflaken, 

For it's St. Andrew's Cro/s I will fwear ; 
There is his Bonnet, and Garments hang on it 

The muckle geud Saint did in Edinborough wear. 

Nay by my Shoul thou tellefl all Lees, 

For dat I will fhwear is St. Patrick's Coat 
I (hee him in Ireland buying the Frieze 

And dat is the fame St. Patrick bought 
He's a better Saint than ever 

Hungry Scotland e'er did breed, 
By my Shalvation he was my Relation 

And had a great Kindnefs for honefl poor Teague. 

Therefore 
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Therefore fays Teague I will by my Shoul 

Now lay down my Arms and pluck out my Beads. 
Under this holy Crofs, Fet, will I fall 

And fay Pater-nqfler and fome of our Creeds. 
Teague began with great Devotion, 

For to adore St. Patricks Crofs ; 
The Wind fet a blowing, and turn'd the Sails going 

And gave our Dear-Joy a terrible Tofs. 

Sawney laugh'd to fee how poor Teogue 

Lay fcratching his Ears on the Top of the Grafs ; 
Swearing it was the Devil's Whirlegig 

And none he was Aire of St Patrick's Crofs. 
Teague cr/d out in a mighty Paflion 

Ah, by my Shoul I am very much fore, 
By my Shalvation this mail be a Caution 

To trufl to St Patricks Kindnefs no more. 

Sawney to Teague then fcoffingly cry'd 

St Patrick was but a very fed Loon, 
To hit you fuch a fore bang on the Hide 

For kneeling before him and asking a Boon. 
Prithee Teague ferve good St Andrew, 

He by my Sol was a muckle good Man : 
Since that St. Patrick has fervM you fuch a Trick 

Fd fee the De'l take him e'er trufl him again. 





16 
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A Dialogue between Morgan^ Sawney^ 
and Teague, on the 19th of Otto- 
ber> 1 714 the Eve of his Majeft/s 
Coronation. 



To the Tune of, Dear Catholick Brother. 

As I am now ente^d upon Scotch and Irifh 

Dialogues> I Jhall beg leave to infert the 

following Ballad^ thd a very modern one. 

Thofe who think that by fo doing I have tranf- 

grejfed the Rules I ought to have obferved in 

infertingnothingbutoldSongsfloill)Uiopefind 

fome amends made 'em in t/ie lowHwnourof 

the/e Three Loyalijls. 

WElch Morgan, young Teague, and brisk Sawney 
(the Scot 
Oclober the Nineteenth together they got, 
Near Wejlminjler y over a Bottle, and they 
Were pleas'd with the King and his C'ronation-Day. 

Quoth Morgan the Son of Welch Shinkin by Name, 
From the North Welch Mountains, Cot blefs hur, hur 

(came, 
With Uncles and Coufins full Forty or more, 
To fee hur King crown'd, which hur ne'er fee before. 

All 
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All Plood of hur Plood, and dear Bone of her Bones, 
Ap Powel, ap Davis, ap Rice and ap Shones ; 
All Uncles and Coufins, Welch Shentlemen born, 
Goat-keepers? Geefe-drwers, and Grinders of Corn. 

Their Windmills and Mountains, their Pigs, Gcefe, and 

* (Goats, 
They left in North Wales, and put on their bed Coats, 
Their Swords, Tucks, and Tackers, and what might be 

(found, 
To come up to London to fee hur King Crown'd. 

Sir Taffy hur Uncle, Cot fo, will be there, 
With Winny hur Daughter, fweet Winny the fair ; 
Amongfl all the Nobles in WeJlminJlerHall '; 
If hur is not there too it fhall cod hur a Fall. 

Hur hopes hur (hall fee there, ads-fplutter-a-nails, 
The Son of King George, now our dear Prince of 

(Wales, 
Who never made ufe of a Father Confeflor, 
Next Heir to the Crown of Great-Britain, Cot piefs 

(hur. 

Becaufe at the Show hur refolves to look big, 
Hur fold an old Cow for to buy a new Wig : 
Hur knows how to flrut and hur knows what to fay, 
Is call 'em Nonjurors that (land in hur Way. 

A true Briton born, and a Protedant bred, 
Hur Hat, Wig, and Feather fhall cover hur Head ; 
Hur Sword by hur fide that will cut, hack, and cleave 
The Foes of Great-Britain, if they'll give hur Leave. 

Hub bud bub, bub a boo, quoth the Irijh Dear Joy, 
You mud not by fighting thofe Triumphs annoy, 
Should you cut a Man into three or four Halves, 
My Shoul, you'll ne'er cure him, with Balfam nor 

(Salves. 

M 3 Wherefore 
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Wherefore my Dear Joy, put your Sheath in your 

(Sword, 
The donation Day will much Pleafure afford, 
For with Lords and Ladies of every Degree, 
His Majefly's Grace I am willing to fee. 

Becaufe Til be ready at that glorious Sight, 
1*11 go in the Morning by Nine over Night ; 
And get to the Abby before I come there ; 
And fee them come walking by Five in a Pair. 

The brave Irijh Lords, the joy of poor Teague, 
As fure as e'er Peggy and I was in League 
Before e'er I knew her, will walk with a Grace, 
And I (hall rejoyce for to fee their fweet Face. 

I fwear by the Soals of St Patricks Brogues, 
They're kind to good Men, and a Terror to Rogues, 
I (hall fee them there with the reft of their Train, 
Dreffd in their blue Ribbons of Scarlet in grain. 

Where they*l lead the Way for his Majeft/s Grace, 
Before or behind, or in fome other Place ; 
While Conduits are ringing and Bells run with Wine, 
Dear Joy we will drink till our Nofes do (hine. 

My Honey, my Croney, and Coufin Agrau, 
Macdonctid) my Dear Joy and Brother in Law, 
Will beat on the Trumpets and Drums found the 

(Charge, 
As they walk it on Foot thro' the Street in a Barge. 

Betimes in the Morning by fix Afternoon, 
Rich Wine full of Glaffes I'll tipple off foon- 
With Irijh Potatoes, good Muflard and Honey, 
Which I'll buy without e'er a Penny of Money. 

Quoth Sawney the Scot, what a Difli you'll provide, 
Potatoes with Muflard, and Honey befide ; 
The De'l fplit your Craig, the like I ne'er knew, 
You're a Cook of all Cooks, give the Devil his due. 

Quoth 
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Quoth Sawney I fwear by St. Andrew's Crab, 
Your Difli and tout Blunders make me at a Lofs ; 
To know what you mean, give me Bacon and Cale, 
On which Ife can make a good moderate Meal. 

Bat waving the Talk of this new Fafhion Difh, 
Amongft Fortune's Favours I heartily wiih ; 
She'd grant me the Honour to fee the King Crown'd, 
Ife caft up my Bonnet Ten Foot from the Ground. 

In Token of Joy, he's a Proteftant King, 
Now muckle Content to this Land he does bring, 
The Kirk and the Scottijh true Proteftant Peers : 
May his Iflue reign for a Million Years. 

Sir Teaguc and Sir Taffy I fpeak to you both, 
If you'll not believe me, Ife give you my Oath, 
Our King fprang, God blefs him, from King fames 
(the Firft, 
Once King of fair Scotland, wife, noble and jufL 

-Well all go together, and Taffy (hall play. 
Before us, to honour the donation Day; 
Upon hur Welch Harp, to which Taffy agreed, 
So to the C'ronation they all did proceed. 



M 4 
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The Merchant's Son and Beggar 
Wench of Hull. 

YOung Gallants all I pray draw near, 
And you this pleafant Jefl fhall hear, 
How a poor Beggar-Wench of HnU y 
A Merchant's Son of York did gulL 

One Morning on a certain Day, 
He cloath'd himfelf in rich Array, 
And took with him as it is told, 
The Sum of Sixty Pounds in Gold. 

So mounting on a prancing Steed, 
He towards Hull did ride with, fpeed, 
Where in his Way he chanc'd to fee 
A Beggar-Wench of bafe Degree. 

She asked him for fome Relief, 
And faid with feeming Tears of grief, 
That fhe had neither Houfe nor Home, 
But for her Living was forc'd to Roam. 

He feemed to lament her Cafe, 
And faid thou hall a pretty Face, 
And if thou'lt lodge with me he cr/d, 
With Gold thou (halt be fatisryU 

Her filence feem'd to give confent, 
So to a little Houfe they went, 
The Landlord laugh'd to fee him kifs 
The Beggar-Wench and ragged Mifs. 

He 
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He needs would have a Supper dreft, 
And caird for Liquor of the bed, 
And there they took off Bumpers free, 
The jovial Beggar-Wench and he. 

A Dofe fhe gave him as 'tis thought, 
Which by the Landlady was bought, 
For all the Night he lay in Bed, 
Secure as if he had been dead. 

Then did (he put on all his Cloaths, 
His Coat, his Breeches, and his Hole, 
His Hat and Perriwig likewife, 
And feiz'd upon the Golden Prize. 

Her greafy Petticoat and Gown 
In which (he rambled up and down, 
She left the Merchant's Son in lieu, 
Her Bag of Bread and Bacon too. 

Down Stairs like any Spark (he jgoes, 
Ten Guineas to the Hod (he throws, 
At which he fmil'd, (he went her Way, 
And ne'er was heard of from that Day. 

When he had took his long Repofe, 
He look'd about and mifs'd his Cloaths, 
And faw her Rags led in the Room, 
How he did (lorm, nay fret and fume 1 

Yet wanting Cloaths and Friends in Town, 
Her ragged Petticoat and Gown, 
He did put on, and mounting (Irait, 
Bemoaned his unhappy Fate. 

You would have laugh'd to fee the Drefs 
Which he was in, yet ne'er the lefs, 
He Homewards rid and often fwore, 
He'd never ki(s a Beggar more. 

The 
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The WarceJUr/hire Wedding, or 
Joy after Sorrow. 

To the Tune of, Kind Husband and Imperious Wife. 



A N old Woman cloathed in gray, 
r\. Her Daughter was charming and Youngs 
Who chanc'd to be nudled aftray, 
By Roger's falfe flattering Tongue, 
With whom (he'd fo often been, 
Abroad in the Meadows and Fields, 
Her Belly got up to her Chin, 
And her Spirits quite down to her Heels. 

At length (he began for to puke, 
Her Mother po(Tefs*d with a fear, 
Then gave her a gentle Rebuke, 
And faid, Child, a Word in thy Ear, 
I fear thou hail been playing the Fool, 
Which many call high ding a ding : 
Why didft thou not follow my Rule, 
And tye thy two Toes in a String. 

Dear Mother your Counfel I took, 
But yet it was never the near, 
He got to my Conjuring Book, 
And broke all the Paultry Geer : 
Twas Thread of two Shillings an Ounce, 
He broke it and wou'd have his fcope ; 
It is but a Folly to flounce, 
'Tis done and it cannot be hope. 

But 
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But who is the Father of it, 
Tell me without longer delay, 
For now I am jufl in the Fit, 
To go and hear what he will fay ; 
'Twas Roger the Damfel reply'd. 
Who call'd me his dear pretty Bird, 
And told me I ftiould be his Bride 
But he's not fo good as his Word. 

What Roger that lives in Mill % 
Yes verily Mother the feme, 
Of me he has had his Will : 
111 hop to him tho' I am Lame; 
Go fetch me my Crutches with fpeed, 
And bring me my Spectacles too 
A Lecture to hini I will read, 
Shall ring his Ears thro and thro. 

This laid (he went hopping away, 
And came to young Hodge in the Mill, 
On whom (he her Crutches did lay, 
And cry'd you have ruin'd poor Gilt, 
In getting' her dear Maidenhead ; 
This Truth you can no Ways deny ; 
With her I advife you to wed. 

And make her as honefl as L 

• 

•But what will you give me, quoth Hodge, 
If I take her off of your Hands ; 
You (hall make me Heir of your Lodge, 
Your Houfes, your Money and Lands ; 
Your Bams, your Cattle and Plows* 
With every Weather and Yew ; 
This done I will make her my Spoufe 
Speak up, are you willing or no \ 

She (aid, taking Hodge by the Handy 
Let it come to Have and to Hold, 
You (hall have my Houfes and Land, 
My Cattle, my Silver and Gold : 

Make 
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Make her but thy honoured Wife, 
And thou (halt be Lord of my Store, 
Whene'er I furrender my Life, 
In cafe it was Forty times more. 

The Bargain was prefently (truck ; 
The Marriage and this being done, 
The old Woman wifti'd them good luck, 
Being proud of her Daughter and Son : 
Then hye for a Girl or a Boy, 
Young Sifs look'd as great as a Dutchefs 
The old Woman caper'd for Joy, 
And danced a Jigg in her Crutches. 





The Lover's lamentable Tragedy. 



To the Tune of, In the Weft of Devonjhire. 



TEnder Hearts of London City, 
Now be mov'd with Grief and Pity, 
Since by Love I am undone ; 
Now I langui(h, in my Anguifti, 
Too too foon my Heart was won. 

By 
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• 

By him I am llrangely flighted, 
In whom I fo long delighted, 

He unkindly (hews Difdain ; 
And my Grief is pad Relief, 

Alas I my Heart will break with Pain. 

Damon you my Paflion knew well, 
How then could you be fo cruel, 
Firft my Heart to fet on Fire ; 
Then to leave me, and deceive me : 
When I've granted your Defire. 

Come and fee me as I'm lying, 
Bleeding for your Sake and dying ; 

Yet my Ghofl (hall trouble you, 
When I depart with broken Heart, 

Then all your Comfort bid adieu. 

Thou (halt never be contented, 
But by Night and Day tormented, 

Since thou wert fo falfe to me : 
Celia dyings thus lay crying, 

I will be a Plague to thee. 

Down her Cheeks the Tears did trickle, 
Blaming Damon too too fickle, 

Till her tender Heart was broke ; 
Difcontented, thus Jhe fainted, 

Yielding to Death's fatal Stroke. 

When this News was to him carried, 
All his joys were fpoyPd and marred, 

And his Heart was filPd with Pain ; 
Still expr effing, what a Bleffing, 

He had lofl by his Difdain. 



The 
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The Crafty Lover : Or, the Lawyer 
out-witted. 

To the Tune of, / love you more and more. 

OF a rich Counfellor I write, 
Who had one only Daughter, 
Who was of youthful Beauty bright. 

Now mark what follows after ; 
Her Uncle left her I declare, 

A fumptuous large Poffefiion, 
Her Father he was to take care, 
Was to take care, 

Of her at his Difcretion. 

She had ten Thoufand Pounds a Year, 

In Gold and Silver ready, 
And courted was by many a Peer, 

Yet none could gain this Lady \ 
At length a Squire's youngefl Son 

In private came a wooing, 
And when he had her favour won, 
Her favour won 

She feaVd his utter Rum. 

The Youthful Lady ftraitway cry'd, 

I mufl confefs I love thee ; 
Both Lords and Knights I have deryd, 

For none I prize above thee. 
Thou art a Jewel in mine Eye, 

But here (faid fhe) the Care is, 
I fear you will be doom'd to dye, 
Be doom'd to dye, 

For dealing of an Heirefs. 

The 
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The Young Man he reply'd to her 

Like a true Politician, 
Thy Father is a Counsellor, 
111 tell him my Condition ; 
Ten Guineas, Love, (hall be his Fee, 

He'll think it is fome Stranger, 
Thus for that Gold hell Counfel me, 
He'll Counfel me, 

And keep me Me from Danger. 

• 

Unto her Father he did go 

The very next Day after, 
But did not let the Lawyer know 

The Lady was his Daughter ; 
But when the Lawyer law the Gold, 

That he mould be the Gainer, 
A pleafant Trick to him he told, 
To him he told, 

With Safety to obtain her. 

Let her provide a Horfe, he ciyd 

And take you up behind her, 
Thus with you to fome Parfon ride, 

Before her Parents find her ; 
Then She deals you, you may complain 

And fo avoid their Fury, 
Now this is Law I will maintain, 
I will maintain 

Before a Judge or Jury. 

Here take my Writing, Hand and Seal 

Which I camVt deny thee, 
And if you any trouble feel, 

In Courts I will (land by thee. 
I give you Thanks the young Man cry'd, 

By you I am befriended, 
And to your Houfe 111 bring my Bride, 
111 bring my Bride, 

After the Work is ended. 

Next 
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Next Morning e'er the Day did break, 

This News to her was carry'd, 
She did her Father's Counfel take, 

And they were fairly marry'd ; 
When they all Night had took their Eafe 

In Joys beyond exprefling, 
She Home return'd where on their Knees, 
Where on their Knees, 

They ask'd their Father Blefling. 

.• 

Now when he did behold them both, 

He feem'd like one diflradled, 
And vow*d to be reveng'd in Wrath, 

For what they then had acted ; 
With that befpake his new made Son, 

There can be no indicling, 
That this is Law which we have done, 
Which we have done, 

Here is your own Hand writing. 

The Counfellor did then reply, 

Was ever Man fo fitted, 
My Hand and Seal I cann't deny, 

By you I am outwitted ; 
Ten Thoufand Pounds a Year in {lore, 

I have left by my Brother, 
And when I dye there will be more, 
There will be more, 

For Child I have no other. 

She might have had a Lord or Knight, 

From Royal Loins defcended, 
But fince thou art her Hearts delight, 

I will not be offended ; 
If I the Gordian Knot mould part, 

'Twere Cruel out of Meafure, 
Enjoy thy Love with all my Heart, 
With all my Heart, 

In Plenty, Peace, and Pleafure. 

Diftrafted 



[ 237 J 



<*, * <,'i r, ;V. r <J'£ & '* Vi<i'tn'£'i'!y'ti'i'tn'i '•'£ f.'i*t i rvMfi 'ZY, ; <*,'£ ^ t v /y<i£ <2"£ o'i rt'i <•'£■ £'» * » <*, « \'iY. in, z <*. • 



Diftra6led Jockey's Lamentation, or 
O'er the Hills and far away. 

To obferve the fame Method I did in my firft 
Volume, I Jhall here infer t a few Scotch 
Songs. 

JOckey met with Jenny fair, 
Betwixt the dawning of the Day; 
And Jockey now is full of Care, 
For Jenny dole his Heart away : 
Altho (he promis'd to be true, 
Yet (he alas has prov'd unkind, 
The which does make poor Jockey rue, 
For Jenny % fickle as the Wind : 
And, 'Tis o'er the Hills and far away, 
' Tis der the Hills and far away, 
' Tis der the Hills and far away, 
The Wind has blow*d my Plod away, 
• 

Jockey was a bonny Lad 
As e'er was born in Scotland fair ; 
But now poor Jockey is run mad, 
For Jenny caufes his defpair ; 
Jockey was a Piper's Son, 
And fell in Love while he was young ; 
But all the Tunes that he could play 
Was, (Per the Hills and far away, 
And,' Tis der, &c 

When firft I faw my Jenny*s Face, 
She did appear with fuch a Grace, 
With muckle Joy my Heart was fill'd, 
But now alas with Sorrow kill'd ; 

Oh 
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Oh was (he but as true as fair, 
Twould put an end to my defpair j 
But oh, alas this is unkind, 
Which fore does terrify my Mind, 

'Twos der be. 

That ]zxmjJlole my Heart away. 

Did (he but feel the difmal Woe, 
That for her fake I undergo. 
She furely then would grant Relief, 
And put an end to all my Grief : 
But oh, (he is as falfe as fair, 
Which caufes all my fad defpair : 
She triumphs in a proud difdain, 
And takes delight to fee my Pain. 
'Tis <ter y &c 

Hard was my hap to fall in Love, 
With one who does fo faithlefs prove, 
Hard was my Fate to court the Maid, 
That has my conflant Heart betrayM ; 
A thoufand times to me (he fwore, 
She would be true for evermore, 
But oh, alas, with Grief I fay, 
She's dole my Heart and run away. • 
% TU o'er, &c 

Good gentle Cupid take my part, 
And pierce this falfe one to the Heart, 
That fhe may once but feel the Woe 
That I for her do undergo ; 
Oh make her feel this raging Pain, 
That for her Love I do fuftain ; 
She fure would then more gentle be, 
And foon repent her Cruelty. 
9 Tis o'er, &c. 

I now mull wander for her fake, 
Since that (he will no pity take : 
Into the Woods and (hady Groves, 
And bid adieu to my falfe Love : 



Since 
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Since (he is falfe whom I adore, 
I ne'er will trad a Woman more ; 
From all their Charms I'll fly away, 
And on my Pipe will fweetly play. 
9 21s der, &c 

There by my felf Til Sing and Say, 

9 Its der the Hills and far away, 

That my poor Heart is gone aftray, 

Which makes me grieve both Night and Day. 

Farewel, Farewel thou cruel ihe, 

I fear that I (hall dye for thee ; 

But if I live this Vow I'll make, 

To love no other for your fake. 
9 lis der the Hills and far away, 
9 71s dcr the Hills and far away, 
9 Us dcr the Hills and far away, 
The wind has blow'd my Plod away. 







Peggtfs Choice, Or, the Three Lo- 
vers. 

JO CKE Fwas a dowdy Lad, 
And Jemmy fwarth and tawny ; 
They my Heart no Captive made, 
For that was prefs'd to Sawney, 
Jockey woes, 
And fighs and fues ; 
And Jemmy offers Money : 

it Weel 
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Weel I fee, 
They both love me, 
But I love none but Sawney. 

Jockey oft* would fqueeze my Thighs, 
And Jemmy wring my Hands too, 
But when Sawney darts his Eyes, 
I yield what he commands to : 
- Sawney's won, 
I am quite undone, 
He makes my Soul to fhiver ; 
Cupid s Dart 
Has flruck my Heart, 
And empt/d all his Quiver. 

Jockey fwears he is my Swain, 

And Jemmy calls me Honey ; 
But in vain they both complain, 
For I love none but Sawney. 

Cake and Ale 

Shall ne'er prevail, 
Nor no Court that is fo tickling ; 

Sawneys Plad 

Shews he's a Lad 
That is the bell for tickling. 

Jockey high his Voice can raife, 
And Jemmy hums the Viol ; 
But when Sawney pipes fweet Lays 
My Heart finds no denial, 

One he fings, 

And t'other firings, 
Tho fweet, they only leafe me ; 

Sawney's Flute 

Can only do't, 
And pipe a Tune to pleafe me. 

Sawney's of a Noble Birth, 
His Equal who can find him ! 

Should my Sawney gang to Death, 
I ne'er mun flay behind him ; 



Shape 
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Shape, and Face, 

And noble Grace, 
Makes e'ry Lais adore him ; 

Sword and Pike, 

Can Sawney flrike, 
And pufh down all before him. 

He never values hardy Blows, 

No Loons alive can rout him, 
When in the midfl of many Foes, 
With Forty Swords about him ; 

He clearM the way, 

And gain'd the day, 
Like one bold, brisk and brawny 

Now ever (nice, 

Without Offence, 
I am in Love with Sawney. 



I 
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The Bonny Scot, Or, the yielding 
Lafs. 



A S I fat at my Spinning-Wheel, 
r\^ A bonny Lad there paffed by, 
I ken'd him round, and I lik'd him well, 

Geud Faith he had a bonny Eye : 
My Heart new panting, 'gan to feel, 
But JIM I turrid my Spinning- Wheel. 

Moa 
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Moft gracefully he did appear, 
As he my Prefence did draw near, 
And round about my flender Wafle, 
He clafp'd his Arms and me embrac'd : 
To kifs my Hand he down did kneel, 
As I fate at my Spinning- Wheel. 

My Milk-white Hand he did extol. 
And prais'd my Fingers long and fmall, 
And laid there was no Lady fair, 
That ever could with me compare : 
Thofe pleafing Wards my Heart did feel, 
But Hill I turrid my Spinning- Wheel. 

Altho* I feemingly did chide, 
Yet he would never be deny*d, 
But did declare his Love the more, 
Untill my Heart was wounded fore. 
That I my Love could fear ce conceal, 
But yet I turrid my Spinning- Wheel. 

As for my Yarn, my Rock, and Reel, 
And after that my Spinning-Wheel, 
He bid me leave them all with fpeed, 
And gang with him to yonders Mead ? 
My panting Heart flrange Flames did feel, 
Yet flill J turrid my Spinning-Wheel. 

He flop'd and gaz'd and blithly faid, 
Now fpeed thee weel my bonny Maid, 
But if thou'fl to the Hay-Cock go, 
I'll learn thee better Work, I trow. 
Gued faith I liHd him pafftng weel. 
But Jlill I turrid my Spinning-Wheel. 

He lowly vail'd his Bonnet oft, 
And fweetly kifs'd my Lips fo foft, 
Yet flill between each honey Kifs, 
He urg*d me gang to further blifs ; 
'Till I refifllefs Fire did fed, 
Then let alone my Spinning-Wheel. 



Among 



v 
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Among the pleafant Cocks of Hay, 
Then with my bonny Lad I lay, 
What Damfel ever could deny, 
A Youth with fuch a Charming Eye 1 
The Pleafure I cannot reveal y 
Itfarfurpafid the Spinning- Wheel. 







A SCOTCH SONG. 

WITH tuneful Pipe and merry glee, 
Young yockey won my Heart, 
A blitnier Loon you ne'er did fee, 

All beauty without Art ; 
His fmoothing Tale did foon prevail, 

To gain my Fond Belief, 
But foon the Swain goes o'er the Plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, and leaves me 

(full of Grief. 

Young ¥emmy courts with artful Song, 

But few regard his moan : 
The LafTes they about him throng 
And Jemtnfa left alone : 
In Aberdeen fure ne're was feen 

A Loon that gave fuch Pain, 
He daily woes, and flill purfues, 

Till he does all, 'till he does all, 'till hi does all 

(obtain 

But 
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But as foon as he had gain'd the Blifs, 

Away the Loon does run, 
And hardly will afford a Kifs 

To filly me undone ; 
Bonny Molly, Moggy, Dolly 

Avoid the roving Swain, 
His wily Tongue, 
Be lure you fhun, 

Or you like me, or you like me, like me will be 

undone. 
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A SCO TCH SONG. 



T^ Y Moon Light on the Green, 
jtj Our bonny Laffes Cooing, 
One Dancing there I've feen, 

Who feem'd alone worth wooing ; 
Her Skin like driven Snow, 

Her Hair brown as a Berry, 
Her Eyes as black as a Sloe, 
Her Lips red as a Cherry. 
Oh how flu tript it, skipt it, 
leapt it,Jlept it, 
whisht it,friskt it, 
whirF d it, twirfd it ; 

Swimming 
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Swimming, fpringing, 
Starting fo quick. 
The Tune to nick, 
With a Heave and a Tofs 
And a Jerk at parting, 
With a Heave and Tofs 
And a Jerk at parting. 

As (he fat down I bowed, 

And vaiTd my Bonnet to her, 
Then took her from the Crowd, 

With Honey Words to woe her. 
Sweet blithefl Lafs, quoth I, 

It being bleak Weather, 
I prithee let us try, 

Another Dance together. 
Oh, howjhe, &c. 

Whilll fuing thus I flood, 

Quoth (he, pray leave your fooling, 
Some dancing heats the Blood, 

But yours I fear lacks cooling ; 
Still for a Dance I pray'd, 

And we at lad had Seven, 
And whilfl the Fiddle playM, 

She thought herfelf in Heaven 
Oh, haw /he, &c. 

At lafl (he with a Smile, 

To dance again defired me, 
Quoth I, pray (lay a while, 

For now, good faith, ye've tired me : 
With that (he look'd on me, 

And figh'd with muckle Sorrow, 
Then gang your Ways quoth (he, 

But dance again To-morrow. 
Oh, howjhe^ &c. 



N The 
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The Unfortunate Lovers. 



WHen my bonny Jockey left me, 
Sighing for him weel weight Man, 
And that furly Mars bereft me, 
Of my fprightly Companion : 
Oh ! how muckle were my Sorrows, 
None before e'er ken'd my Grief : 
O'er my Cheeks my Tears made Furrows 
Yet could ne'er give my Heart Relief. 

Waw is me, fmce cruel Fortune, 

Has bereft me of my Dear, 
I (hall ne'er have joy for certain, 

Since to me they're fo fevere ; 
Jockey Has my Heart in keeping, 

Let him go by Land or Sea, 
For his Abfence I lie weeping, 

Yet can never happy be. 

When firfl bonny Jockey view'd me, 

He did flrive my Heart to gain, 
Muckle times he flill purfu'd me, 

Begging Love for to obtain ; 
Jockey feem'd fo charming to me, 

That I could not him deny ; 
But alas, it does undo me, 

Thatfo foon I did comply. 

For as foon as I confented, 

Jockey he was forc'd away, 
And in Sorrow I'm tormented, 

'Caufe he could no longer flay. 



Oh 



t 
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Oh ! the Grief that I lie under 
In this World can find no eafe ; 

After jockey I will wander, 
Seek him out by Land or Seas. 

Blightly I rofe when the Cock crew, 

Putting on my Hofe and Shoon, 
And trudg'd along the Way I knew 

Was the Path Dear Jockey run ; 
When I law the foaming Billows, 

Of enraged Neptune* s Wave, 
To my Head the Sands made Pillows, 

For I knew there was my Grave. 




N 2 The 

« 



[ 248] 






The Scotch Lovers, Or, an Amorous 
Encounter between Sawney and 
Peggy. 

\\ Onny .figgy lived near 
\j To Edinborough, 
And Sawney he believ'd, 

That -Prfggy lov'd him too ; 
For She fighing often, 

Unto her felf would fay, 
Ah ! why is Sawney fcoffing, 

And gangs not this Way ? 

Once he vow'd he lov'd me, 

And ife do declare, 
That his Words did move me, 

To own him for my Dear : 
For his Looks pierc'd through me, 

So fharpen were his Eyne, 
Ife fear he will undo me, 

Ife mun die for him. 

Lately at Hay making 

In a Meadow by, 
As the Hay was raking 

Sawney he drew nigh ; 
Come, my pretty Peggy, 

Let's gang to yonder Broo, 
Ife (hew thee how our Daddies, 

Got both me and you. 

An na, an na, an na, 

Sawney, that munno be, 
U nlefs the Man of Gad, 

Firfl join both me and thee ; 

For 
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For it will bring On me, 
A muckle, muckle Harm ; 

What's my Virginity 
When Ife am got with Beam t 

O my deareft Peggy , 

If it happen fo, 
Ife will keep the young Scot, 

Do, my Peggy do ; 
Now we are at leifure, 

Come gang along with me, 
Ife (hew thee muckle Pleafure, 

Under yonder Tree. 

Then Hand in Hand they walked 

To the Place defign'd, 
And of Love they talked 

To pleafe each other's Mind : 
/ And they fat them down 

Beneath the Tree to chat ; 
Cries Peggy, now alas, 

My Heart goes pit-a-pat 

But when thofe Fears were over, 

Which She underwent, 
Her Eyes did then difcover 

That Love was her Intent : 
Sawney kifs'd and hugg'd her, 

And fo they hugg'd that Day, 
As long as Sawney could do, 

Then they gang'd away. 
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The Scotch Wedding, Or, The Lafs 
with the Golden Hair. 

NOW Jockey and Moggy are ready 
To gang to the Kirk to fped, 
As fine as a Laird and a Lady 

For they are refolved to Wed : 
Come aw lefs away to the Wedding, 

For there will be lilting there ; 
Jockefll be marry' d to Moggy, 
The Lafs with the golden Hair. 

And for a whole Month together 

Brisk Jockey a wooing went. 
Till Mogg^s Mother and Vather 

At lad gave their Confent. 
Come aw lets. &c 

And there'll be long Keel and Pottage, 

And Bannarks of Barley-Meal; 
And there'll be geud Sawt-herring, 

To relifh a Coge of good Ale : 
Come aw lefs, &c 

And there'll be Sawney the Soater, 

And Will with muckle mow ; 
And there'll be Tommy the Butler, 

And Andrew the Tinker I trow. 
Come aw lefs, &c. 

And there'll be Bow-legg*d Bobby, 

And thumblefs KaU's geud Man ; 
And there'll be blue-cheeked Dolly, 

And Luwry the Laird of the Land. 

And 
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And there'll be low lipper Peggy, 

And pluggy fac'd Wat of the Mill ; 
And there'll be farnicled Buggy, 

That wins at the Ho at the HilL 
Come aw lefs, &c. 

And there'll be Annefler Dowgal 

That fplay-footed Betty did woe ; 
And mincing Beffey and Tibley, 

And Chrifly the Belly Gut Sow. 
Come aw let's, &c 

And Croney that marry'd Steny, 

That loll him his Bricks till his Arfe; 

And after was hang'd for dealing, 
It's well that it happen'd no warfe. 

Come aw lefs, &c. 

And there'll be Copper Ars'd Nancy, 

And farcy Fac'd yenny by Name; 
Glud Kate and fat legged Liffey, 

The Lafs with the Codling Wem: 
Come aw lefs, &c. 

And there'll be Johnny go gibby, 

And his glack'd Wife Jenny Bell; 
And mefled Skin blofen Jordy, 

The Lad that went Sapper HimfeL 
Come aw lefs, &c. 

There'll be all the Lads and Laffes 

Set down in the middle o'th' Hall; 
To Syboufe and Raftacks and Cartings, 

That are both fudden and raw. 
Come aw lefs, &c. 

There'll be Tart, Perry and Carham, 
And Fifli of geud Gabback and Skate ; 

Profody and Dramuck and Brandy, 
And Collard Neat's Feet in a Plate. 

Come aw lefs, &c. 

N 4 And 
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And there'll be Meal, Kell and Caftocks 
And Kink to fup till you rive ; 

And Roaches to roaft on the Gridiron 
And Flukes that were ta'en alive. 

Come aw lefs, &c 

Crept head Wilks and Pangles, 

And a Meal of fweeting to ney ; 
And when you're all burfl with eating 

We'll rife up and dance till we dee. 
Come aw lets away to the Wedding, 

Far there will be lilting there f 
Jockef 11 be marry d to Moggy, 

The Lafs with the Golden Hair. 
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A SCOTCH SONG. 



Gin thou wert my ene Thing, 
I would love thee, I would love thee, 
liin thou wert my ene Thing, 
So dearly I would love thee. 

I would take thee in my Anns, 
I'd fecure thee from all Harms ; 
Above all Mortals thou had Charms, 
So dearly I do love thee. 

What Charms are thofe that conquer me ? 
A Slave I find I Rill muft be ; 
Divine Creature pity me, 
For dearly I do love thee. 

Thou haft dole my Heart away, 
Oh ! thofe Words I ne'er fliould fay ; 
But if you'll think of me you may, 
For dearly I do love thee. 

Oh, I never, never knew, 
What the Pains of Love could do ; 
E'er I felt thofe Pains for you, 
So dearly I do love thee. 

Of Divine Race thou needs muft be, 
Since nothing Earthly equals thee ; 
By Heav*ns I beg you'll favour me, 
For dearly do I love thee. 

N5 To 



L *54 ]' 

To Merit I no Claim can make, 
But that I love, and for your Sake ; 
What Man can do I'll undertake, 
So dearly do I love thee. 

To fhow how conftant I will prove, 
No Wealth on Earth (hall change my Love ; 
By all the Sacred Powers above, 
Moil dearly do I love thee. 




Blith 
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Blith Jockey. 

BLith Jockey young and gay, 
Is all my Soul's delight, 
He's all my Talk by Day, 
And all my Dream by Night : 
If from the Lad I be, 
Tis Winter dill with me, 
But when he's with me here, 
'Tis Summer all the Year. 

I'm blith when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away ; 
'Tis Night when Jockey glooms, 

And if he fmiles 'tis Day. 

When our Eyes meet I pant, 

I colour, figh, or faint ; 
What Lafs that would be kind, 
Can better tell her Mind. 

Jockey and I did meet, 
Firft in a fhady Grove, 
Humbly he did me greet, 

And fweetly talk'd of Love : 

You are the Lafs faid he, 

That dole a Heart from me, 
Then eafe me of my Pain, 
And do not me difdain. 

He was a bonny Lad, 
As ever I did fee, 
It made my Heart. full glad. 
When that he courted me ; 

18 i 
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I could not well deny, 

But foon I did comply, 
And yockey promis'd me, 
That he would conflant be. 

yockey did often fwear, 
That he would flill be true, 
But to my Grief I hear, 

He has bid me adieu ; 

yockey and I did play 

And pafs the time away, 
But now this falfe forfworn, 
Has left me here to mourn. 

Now yockey has a Love, 
That is more rich than I, 
He does fo cruel prove 
To fhun my Company ; 

And if I chance to meet, 

My yockey in the Street, 
He will not (lop nor gay, 
But proudly gangs away. 

My heart is like to break, 

Since he is fo unkind, 

What Courfe now mall I take, 

To eafe my troubled Mind % 

I ugh, I fob, I mourn, 

and daily rage and burn, 
But yet this cruel he, 
Laughs at my Mifery. 

Once in a Month he fends, 
A Letter unto me, 
Swearing he flill intends, 

To love me heartily; 

But when I come in Place, 

And do behold his Face, 
He does no Notice take, 
Which makes my Heart to ake. 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes when Jockey fmiles 
I think he's true to me, 
So much I am beguiTd, 
By his falfe Flattery; 
But when he frowns on me, 
No comfort can I fee, 
Yet if he's falfe or kind, 
He dill is in my Mind. 




The 



The Scotch Lafs's Lamentation for 
the Lofs of her Maidenhead. 



THere liv'd a Lafs in our Town, 
Her name was Moggy Lawder^ 
And She would fain have plaid the Loon y 

But durfl not tell her Father ; 
Now She's forgot her Father's fear, 

And on the fame did venture, 
And afterwards as you (hall hear 
A Lad did oft frequent her. 

Now Moggy Lawder on a Day, 

A Barber Lad did meet her, 
Both Joy and Heart to her did fay, 

And kindly he did treat her : 
My dear let me get thee with Bearn, 

And Ife (hall be it's Father, 
And you'll be Mother of the fame, 

My bonny Moggy Lawder. 

Sweet-heart to him fhe fays indeed. 

And fo did fall a weeping, 
Vm wearied with my Maidenhead 

While I have it in keeping : 
But if thou'lt true and trufty be, 

As I am Moggy Lawder ■, 
Ife then will give it unto thee, 

But do not tell my Father. 

For if my Father hear the fame, 

Right fore he will abufe me, 
But I think long to try the Game, 

Therefore I'll not refufe thee : 

But 
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But firfl protefl to marry me, 

To be my Baby's Father, 
And be a Husband unto me, 

Bonny Moggy Lawder. 

My Dear fays he indeed I am, 

Unto my Trade a Shaver, 
And there is not a living Man, 

Can call me a Deceiver ; 
Yea furely I will marry thee, 

And by thy Baby's Father, 
And thou (halt be a Wife to me, 

My bonny Moggy Lawder. 

And then to her he gave a Kifs, 

Saying, Dear, how mail I pleafe thee, 
Be fure I will do more than this, 

And of thy Troubles eafe thee : 
And all along upon her Back, 

He laid poor Moggy Lawder, 
Gave her a Scope upon her dope, 

She durfl not tell her Father. 

With Kifles and Embraces then, 

In Peace and Love they parted, 
And did appoint another time, 

To meet there loving hearted : 
And with a merry Heart's content, 

With what the Lad had gave her, 
Rejoycing homeward as (he went 

She fung the jolly Shaver. 

But now the Seed that late was fown, 

Is become a fpringing, 
And (he is melancholly grown, 

And has left off her finging : 
And often in her Heart could wifh, 

That (he had been at Callder, 
For Edinborough is filled with, 

The talk of Moggy Lawder. 



And 
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And now the Word is fpread abroad, 

That flie with Beam has proved, 
The Barber Lad has ta'en the Road, 

And left the Lafs he loved : 
And to another Nation's gone, 

And left his Moggy Lawder> 
Bight fad in heart not knowing where, 

To find her Child a Father. 

•All you young Maids that marry would, 

See that you be more coy, 
Throw not your Maidenhead away, 

Left it mould you annoy : 
And in the end you be beguiled, 

As was Moggy Lawdcr, 
Firft marry then you may be fure, 

Your Child (hall have a Father. 




The 
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The bonny Grey-EyM Morn, Or Joc- 
key rous'd with Love. 

THE bonny Grey-ey'd Morn began to peep, 
When jockey rous'd with Love came blithly on, 
And I who wiflimg lay depriv'd of Sleep, 

Abhorr'd the lazy Hours that flow did run : 
But muckle were my Joys when in my view, 

I from the Window fpy*d my only Dear, 
I took the Wings of Love and to him flew, 
For I had fancy'd all my Heaven was there. 

Upon my Bofom Jockey laid his Head, 

And fighing told me pretty Tales of Love, 
My yielding Heart at every Word he laid, 

Did flutter up and down, and flrangely move : 
He fighing kifs'd my Hand, then vow'd and fwore, 

That I had o'er his Heart a Conqueft gain'd, 
Then blufhing begg'd that I would grant him more 

Which he alas too foon, too foon obtain'd. 

Not that I do repent I did comply, 

But this I needs mufl own, my yielding Heart, 
Was quickly overcome by Jockt/s Eye, 

Which gave a deeper Wound than Cupid's Dart ; 
His Cheeks were Cherry red, his Lips the fame, 

His Tongue fo many Charms would (lill exprefs, 
That e'ery Word he fpake did raife new Flame, 

And kindled, kindled Fire in my Bread. 

My Jockey does a Thoufand Ways befide, 
Exprefs himfelf in tender Love to me, 

With Arms about my Wafle he fighing cr/d, 
Or give me your Confent, or Ife mun dee : 

Then 
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Then with a gentle Kifs does beg again, 

That his poor wounded Heart I would but cure, 

Not thinking that I felt his Love-fick Pain, 
For I alas was his, was his before. 

But now I could no longer hide my Pain, 

I let my deareft jfockty know my Heart, 
Oh how he hugg'd me in his Arms again, 

And e'exy Kifs he gave did eafe my fmart : 
Then vowed o'er and o'er between each Kifs, 

He conflant would remain while Life did lad, 
Now tell me, Lovers, where' s the Harm in this, 

For to enjoy when thus the Knot's ty'd fail. 



Bonny 
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Bonny Kate of Epfom-Wells. 



Rife bonny Kate the Sun's got up high, 
The Fiddlers have plaid their laft merry Tune, 
Let's give 'em good bVy, 

And gang to the Wells before 'tis Noon : 
There to thy Health Ife drink my three Quarts, 

Then ruffle among the Beauties divine, 
Where tho' fome young Fops may chance to lofe Hearts 
Affure thyfelf Jockey's (hall dill be thine. 

When we come Home we'll kifs and we'll bill, 

And feafl on each other as well as our Meat, 
Then faddle our Nags and away to Box Hill, 

And there, there, there, confummate the Treat : 
And when at Bowls I chance to be broke, 

Smile thou, and for Loffes I care not a Pin, 
I'll pufh on my Fortune at Night at the Oak, 

And quickly, quickly, quickly, recover all agin. 

For thy Diverfion could'fl thou but think, 

Why here all Degrees mould Bumpers take off, 
Or why all this Crowd come hither to drink, 

In fpight of the Spleen 'twould make thee to laugh; 
Courtiers and Plowmen, and Statefmen and Cits, 

The Men of the Sword, the Man of the Laws, 
The Virgin, the Punk, the Fools and the Wits, 

All tope off their Cups for a different Caufe. 



New 
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New marred Brides their Spoufes to pleafe, 

Each Morning quaff largely in hopes to conceive, 
The Bully drinks to wafh off his Difeafe, 

Still fearing the fall of the Leaf: 
Old mufly Wives take Nine in a Hand, (Greens 

The Maiden takes Five too, that is vex'd with the 
In hopes they! have Power to prepare her for Man, 

When ever She comes to her Teens. 




The 
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The Happy Shepherd, Or, The Char- 
ming Virgins. 

C Harming yenny is fair and gay, 
And blith as Nightingales in May ; 
And round her Eye-lid young Cupids play ; 

In her Face the Spring is feen, 

The Violet, Rofe, and Lilly, 
And the Daffadilly ; 

Thefe are like young Billy's Queen : 
And all the Swains do admire, and defire, 
And lay Garlands by her, 

And each burns with pleating Flame. 

Balmy Kifles each Night, 

Young yenny gives me with Delight, 

And is a Lafs mod bonny, a Beauty bright : 

She has Eyes that are quick and fine, 
Black as any Perry, 
With a Hey down deny, 

Brisk as any fparkling Wine ; 
And without meafure we toy and take our Pleafure, 
And I fearch her Treafure, 

And I find her all o'er Divine. 

He that fees a Sweet Beauty in Bed, 

With Cheeks (like Crimfon) red 

When on foft Pillows (he lays her Head ; 

Strait mud think on Ten thoufand Joys, 
Of fweet Maiden-Kifles, 
And of Virgin Blifies, 

And of little Bantling-boys ; 
Tis fo, for no Man, but loves a pretty Woman 
(If (he be not common) 

Thus 'tis Beauty that all decoys. 

In 



^r 
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In cool Bowers we'll fport and play, 

And pafs the Time away, 

For Youth is fweet as the Sun-fhine Day : 

Love's a Banquet that all doth pleafe ; 
The old Dads in the City, 
When they get a pretty 

Wench, will give her golden Fees ; 
O how they fmug her and tug her, 
And will kifs and hug her, 

And beflir their flumps till the Lafs agrees. 

Beauty none need fear, 

Tis as tender as the Dove and Deer, 

And 'tis a Park for Lovers to range in here ; 

Here we feed on the Hill or Dale, 
Gaze upon the Cheek 
Till rofy Morning break, 

And flray all round the pleafant Vale : 
For Maids, like wild Beafls, are tam'd with handling, 
And pleafant dandling, 

Thus the Youth does at length prevail. 

Let us Jenny, now, by thy Brow, 
Thy tempting bonny Brow, 
Let us Jenny \ to Cupid Vow, 

That as long as onr Youth Jhali lafl, 
All our Joys we'll double ; 
Rifles are no Trouble, 

But are Sweet-meats to the Tafle : 
We will difcover, before we give it over, 
To each fainting Lover, 

How our Days have in Pleafure pafl. 
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